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EDirORIAL 


SILVER  BELLS  RINGING  IN  VILNA 


VILN'A  is  a  small  village  which  lies  northeast 
of  Edmonton.  It  is  on  the  Canadian  Na- 
tional Railway  line  that  goes  from  Edmonton 
to  St.  Paul.  That  line  traverses  the  most  foreign 
district  of  Alberta.  Immigrants  of  Slavic  origin 
seem  to  have  congregated  there  to  make  that 
region  somewhat  a  Balkan  territory.  The  very 
name  of  Vilna  is  reminiscent  of  the  country  of 
the  original  settlers. 

In  the  summer  of  1925,  Monsignor  Hughes,  now 
of  Estevan,  Sask.,  and  myself  made  a  survey  of 
the  religious  conditions  in  that  section  of  Edmon- 
ton Archdiocese.  Vilna  was  chosen  as  the  site 
of  the  first  hospital  which  the  Sisters  of  Service, 
then  recently  fiounded,  were  to  open.  It  Avas 
indeed  our  first  venture  in  that  field  of  the 
Catholic  apostolate  among  the  suffering  and  the 
dying.  Having  been  founded  for  the  spiritual 
welfare  of  our  New-Canadians,  Vilna  seemed  to 
offer  great  scope  for  their  missionary  endeavor. 

Well  I  remember  the  evening  I  arrived  in  that 
village.  The  hour  was  late,  but  the  people  who 
liad  congregated  in  the  schoolhouse  waited  pa- 
tiently for  my  arrival.  It  was  a  beautiful  June 
night,  if  I  remember  well,  and  the  lingering 
twilight  of  that  northern  climate  added  some- 
thing mysterious  to  the  atmosphere.  When  I 
entered  the  classroom  I  could  see  in  the  pale 
light  of  a  few  coal  oil  lamps  a  handful  of  peasants. 
The  women  wore  shawls  over  their  heads.  No 
one  spoke.  All  were  waiting  to  see  what  I  had 
to  offer.  Some  were  Greek  Catholics,  some  were 
Greek  Orthodox.  The  silence  and  the  enigmatic 
smiles  so  peculiar  to  the  Slavs,  the  cautious  ques- 
tions asked  .  .  .  all  wakened  in  my  mind  a  picture 
of  Russia. 


After  having  obtained  the  consent  of  the  people 
to  have  a  hospital  in  their  midst,  I  went  about 
the  place  next  day  to  see  where  we  could  locate. 
I  found  a  closed  bank  which  was  for  sale,  so 
I  decided  to  "buy  a  bank".  In  that  building, 
which  had  been  a  temple  of  Mammon,  Ave  opened 
our  center  of  charity.  The  pioneer  days  in  this 
makeshift  of  a  hospital  were  days  of  sacrifice 
and  suffering.  I  wish  here  to  pay  tribute  to  those 
generous  Sisters  who  went  into  an  unknown 
country  and  faced  difficulties  of  all  kinds.  One 
of  them  has  already  passed  on  to  her  reward — 
our  good  Sister  Mary  Rodgers. 

The  name  given  to  the  hosipital  w^as  "Our  Lady's 
Hospital".  Under  the  care  of  our  dear  Mother 
Mary  the  little  institution  grew.  Soon  we  re- 
alized that  we  had  to  build.  The  Sisters  bought 
land  on  the  fringe  of  the  town  and  there  erected 
a  cottage  hospital  Avhich  now  accommodates  about 
twenty  patients.  For  twenty-five  years  the  Sisters 
have  laboured  and  given  the  best  of  their  life  to 
the  Hospital  in  Vilna,  which  will  always  claim 
in  the  Institute  the  honor  of  opening  the  way  for 
hospital  work. 

Silver  bells  are  now  ringing  over  the  quiet 
landscape  of  Vilna.  These  bells  have  awakened 
sleeping  memories.  Twenty-five  years  is  a  short 
time  in  the  life  of  an  Institute  but  the  first 
twenty-five  years  ai-e  really  silver-lined  with 
promises  of  the  future.  This  is  Avhy  we  celebrate 
the  Jubilee  of  our  Vilna  Hospital  and  we  ask 
Our  Lady  to  continue  to  cover  that  shrine  of 
charity  with  her  motherly  care.  May  Vilna  grow 
and  prosper  for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and 
the  salvation  of  souls ! 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 


WHAT  YOU  HEAR  NEVER  SOUNDS  AS  IMPORTANT  AS  WHAT  YOU  OVERHEAR. 
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THERE  .  .  .  Through  a  Hospital  Window 


In  tlie  window  of  a  little  hospital — somewhere 
in  Alberta,  throughout  the  darkness  of  tlie  night, 
sliines  a  subdued  and  mellow  light.  To  the  tra- 
veller on  tlie  "Western  Prairie  this  sight  is  un- 
doubtedly thought-provoking.  It  is  a  revelation 
"of  things  that  are  not  seen."  Through  that 
gleaming  Avindow  comes  to  him  the  vision  of 
the  devoted  lives  of  the  Sisters  who  there  spend 
themselves  in  the  care  of  the  sick  and  the  dying. 
That  light  burning  through  the  night  is  a  symbol 
of  the  inward  flame  of  their  sacrificial  life.  It 
brings  to  mind  the  full  meaning  of  the  great 
work  of  mercy  embodied  in  the  Catholic  Rural 
Hospital. 

Let  us  stand  bj-  "that  hospital  window''  and 
get  a  fleeting  glimpse  of  this  "outpost  of  Cliristian 
charity"  and  of  its  importance  as  a  saving  factor 
in  the  "Home  Mission  Field." 

There  ...  A  patient  lies  on  a  bed  of  pain. 
Fever  is  burning  him  up.  lie  is  battling  for  his 
very  life.  This  body  of  his,  shattered  by  disease, 
weakened  by  sickness,  is  in  the  e.yes  of  the  Nurs- 
ing Sister  but  the  tabernacle  of  an  immortal  soul. 
In  nursing  the  patient  back  to  life  she  tries  to 
Avin  him  to  Christ.  Her  conversation,  her  example, 
her  kindness  and  patience,  awaken  into  a  new 
flame  the  dying  embers  of  his  forgotten  faith. 
Sickness  has  awakened  and  softened  his  con- 
science. His  Christian  heart  becomes  more  pliable 
to  the  influence  of  divine  grace.  Oh!  how  many 
settlers  on  the  Prairies  have  strayed  away  from 
the  pi-actices  of  the  faith  of  tlieir  childhood.  To 
them  the  hospital  is  a  great  mercy  of  God. 

There  .  .  .  life  is  being  born  to  an  expectant 
mother.  What  a  comfort  and  a  protection  is  this 
hospital  "when  her  hour  has  come"  .  .  .  that  hour 
when  so  many  mothers  face  death  in  giving  life. 
With  what  care  the  Sister  watches  over  the 
babe  and  the  mother.  The  feeble  and  trembling 
life  of  both  are  in  her  hands.  If  the  child  loses 
out  in  the  struggle  and  "like  the  dove  finding  no 
place  to  rest  its  foot"  returns  to  its  Maker,  she 
will  often  be  the  only  one  to  pour  over  him  the 
saving  waters  of  Holy  Baptism. 

IF  YOU  IGNORE  TUIFIyES,  IRIP^ 


There  ...  in  the  corner  of  the  ward  of  that 
cottage  hospital  a  man  is  dying.  In  the  small 
hours  of  the  morning  death  has  drawn  the  sha- 
dow}' folds  of  its  tent  around  him.  Voices  cease 
to  'be  heard ;  his  open  glassy  ej'es  see  no  more. 
He  stands  alone  before  his  Maker  and  his  Judge. 
Time  is  merging  into  eternity. 

The  Sister  kneels  by  his  bedside.  Her  soft 
voice  murmurs  the  prayers  of  the  d3ang  .  .  . 
"May  Jesus  your  Judge  come  to  you  full  of  meek- 
ness and  pardon  I"  The  patient  may  be  one  to 
whom  religion  had  become  a  mere  memory.  Yet, 
when  death  and  the  terrifjnng  judgment  of  God 
are  closing  in  upon  him,  the  Sister  will  confidently 
whisper  to  him  the  words  of  the  Psalmist :  "In  the 
midst  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil, 
for  Thou  art  with  me!"  (Ps.  XXII-4.) 

No  one  can  overestimate  the  part  played  by 
the  Catholic  Rural  Hospital  in  the  IIome-I\Iission 
Field.  It  continues  in  the  Church  the  ministry 
of  the  Divine  Saviour  whose  hand  was  always 
stretched  out  to  heal.  The  nursing  Sisters  are 
the  ministers  of  His  loving  mercy.  Througli  the 
wreckage  of  the  body,  shattered  by  disease  and 
accidents,  they  try  to  reach  the  soul.  And  ulti- 
mately in  human  life  it  is  only  the  immortal  soul 
that  matters. 

The  hospital  on  the  prairie  is  a  haven.  When 
human  bodies,  like  damaged  ships  tossed  on  the 
angry  sea  of  life,  come  there  for  shelter  and 
comfort,  will  you  be  there  also  with  the  Sisters 
to  receive  and  help  them?  You  will,  if  by  your 
generosity  you  enable  them  to  carry  on  their 
work  of  Christian  mercy. 

And  when  our  own  time  comes  to  go  to  meet 
our  Judge.  He  will  say  to  us  "I  WAS  SICK  .  .  . 
AND  YOU  VISITED  ME."    (Matt.  XXV-3(i.) 


ES  WI\Aj  E\  Eli  TROl  RT.E  YOV. 
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Our  New  Mission 

Last  SepteiiAer,  ou  Our  Lady's  Birtlulay,  a  new 
mission  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  opened  in 
Peace  River.  For  several  years  this  had  been  bnt 
a  dream  of  something-  almost  unattainable  in  the 
minds  of  those  most  concerned.  Now  it  is  a  reality. 
At  the  request  of  our  beloved  Bishop,  the  Most 
Rtiverend  H.  Routhier.  O.M.I.,  two  Sisters  were 
sent  to  Peace  River  to  open  a  house — the  second 
S.O.S.  mission  in  this  Northern  Vicariate. 

Those  wlio  knoAv  say  that  a  religious  community 
has  been  long  needed  in  this  town.  We  feel  privi- 
leged indeed  that  ours  was  the  one  chosen  for 
this  difficult  work.  Obstacles  abound,  but  we 
hope  that  "grace  will  much  more  abound." 

The  Locale 

The  town  of  Peace  River  is  approximately  250 
miles  northwest  of  Edmonton.  It  has  a  population 
of  about  1,600  and  is  situated  on  the  banks  of 
the  Peace  River.  The  magnificent  scenery  here 
merits  the  name  "beauty  spot  of  the  North."  The 
town  is  cradled  among  bills  that  rise  to  a  height 
of  900  feet.  (The  several  roads  leading  thereto 
are  well  ealculated  to  keep  one's  mind  on  the 
Four  Last  Things!)  Here  the  mighty  Peace  River 
is  joined  by  the  Great  Smoky  and  then  flows 
majestically  to  the  North.  Scenes  of  marvellous 
beauty  are  seen  from  the  tops  of  the  various 
hills — the  silver  flashes  of  the  rivers  winding  in 
and  out  among  Avooded  islets,  in  autumn  the 
hills  clothed  royally  in  a  riot  of  colour — scarlet, 
wine,  gold,  russet,  yellow  and  all  the  hundred 
shades  in  between.  All  this  makes  a  picture  no 
words  could  desca-ibe.  Beautiful  Peace  River — 
you  have  to  be  seen  to  be  appreciated ! 

The  Staff 

"All  great  undertakings  have  humble  begin- 
nings." That  is  the  thought  that  comforts  us  as 
we  look  at  our  Community  of  two  Sisters.  To 
come  here.  Sister  W.  and  Sister  M.  left  their 
respective  missions,  travelled  from  East  and 
from  West  and  met  head-on,  so  to  speak,  at 
McLennan,  which  is  the  junction  for  the  Peace 
River  railway  line.  We  an-ived  at  8  a.m.,  were 
met  at  the  station  by  Rev.  A.  Bouchard,  O.M.I., 
parish  priest  of  Peace  River,  and  driven  to  the 
church  where  we  received  Holy  Communion.  We 
were  then  given  possession  of  the  parish  rectory, 
Avhere  we  are  to  live  for  the  present.  It  is  now 
known  as  "The  Convent."  In  order  to  give  us  a 
convent  Father  Bouchard  had  moved  out  some 
weeks  before  to  an  elegant  two-room  shack  a 
block  away. 

HE  WHO  HAS  MUSIC  IN  HIS  SOITL  WELL. 


"DOWN  NORTH" 

The  day  after  our  arrival  was  the  official 
opening  date.  The  most  important  event  of  tliat 
day  was  the  blessing  and  erecting  in  the  chapel 
of  a  picture  of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help.  We 
are  now  under  Our  Blessed  Mother's  powerful 
protection,  and  if  she  is  with  us,  who  can  be 
against  us !  Within  a  few  days  we  had  prepared 
the  chapel  for  the  reception  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment. 

The  Work 

Sister  W.  now  has  her  catechetical  programme 
in  full  swing.  On  Wednesdays  Sister  teaches 
catechism  in  the  Public  School  and  on  Saturdays 
to  a  young  group  in  the  Church  hall.  A  chil- 
dren's choir  has  also  been  started.  Those  who 
live  at  a  distance  are  being  given  catechism  by 
correspondence  and  are  responding  very  well. 
Sister  W.  also  does  pari.sh  visiting — wise  as  the 
serpent  and  simple  as  the  dove,  she  has  them  in 
no  time  at  all  telling  what  their  grandfather  died 
of  and  when  the  new  baby  was  baptized — and 
everything  in  betw'een. 

Music  classes  have  been  started  and  Sister  M. 
can  be  heard  most  any  time  of  the  day  begging, 
pleading,  cajoling  and  threatening  over  such 
matters  as  eou.nting',  playing  sharps  and  flats 
properly  and  all  the  other  little  items  that  help 
music  teachers  get  to  heaven. 

We  also  help  Father  Bouchard  with  the  hospital 
A'isiting. 

A  Fish  Story 

Unlike  the  rest  of  fish  stories,  this  is  a  true 
one.  We  hope  you  will  not  raise  your  eyebrows 
and  murmur:  "Such  levity!"  when  we  tell  you 
about  "The  Fish  that  Died  in  Church."  The  story 
runneth  thus :  A  good  friend  of  ours,  Mr.  H.,  who 
lives  near  the  river  and  is  a  devoted  disciple 
of  Isaak  Walton,  often  brings  us  nice  fresh  fish, 
caught  within  the  hour  (this  one  must  have  been 
within  the  half-hour).  The  fish  was  brought  on 
a  certain  fine  evening  and  given  to  Sister  W.  who 
Avas  just  going  into  church  for  Benediction. 
Being  well  wrapped  in  clean,  brown  paper,  Sister 
thought  it  no  harm  to  take  the  fish  with  her  into 
church  as  it  was  very  near  Benediction  time.  So 
the  fish  duly  arrived  up  in  the  choir  and  w^as 
put  on  the  floor  under  a  kneeling  bench.  Sister 
Gr.  was  visiting  Peace  River  that  day  and  was 
also  in  the  choir  loft,  kneeling  with  Sister  W. 
quite  near  the  fish.  Father  came  into  the  sanc- 
tuary and  began  the  Rosary.  At  about  the 
second  decade,  strange  little  rustliug  noises  were 

(Continued  on  page  9) 
BE  IN  LOVE  AVITH  THE  LOVEIilEST. 
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Vacation  School  in  Ou'Appelle  District 


First  C'oiniiiuiiion  Class 


"Come  on,  Frenchie,  don't  let  an  Irisher 
beat  you."  "Atta  boy,  Joe,  make  tliis  one  a 
knockout,"  and  so  on.  Listening  to  seventy 
young:  enthusiasts,  cheering  and  yelling  in  the 
parlance  of  the  boxing  game  did  ring  true  of 
a  "fight  to  the  finish"  boxing  match.  But  the 
scene  was  no  Madison  Square  Gardens,  with 
liigh-priced  ringside  seats;  it  was  merely  the 
quiet,  shady  lawn  of  Qu'Appelle  church  grounds. 
The  two  would-be  champs  were  first-graders  in 
the  First  Connnunion  Class.  It  was  recreation 
period  of  the  Religious  Vacation  School.  (I  was 
a  little  fearful  that  they  would  hurt  themselves, 
but  the  big  boys  and  Father  assured  me  there 
would  be  no  danger.)  The  midget,  boxers  pro- 
vided howling  entertainment,  as  the  ring  got 

THE  BRST  REFORMBRjS  ARE  THOSE 


bigger  and  bigger  to  niakc  room  for  the  running 
around  and  the  swinging  of  arms  with  large 
boxing  gloves  at  the  end  of  them  without  ever 
landing  a  blow  tliat  would  hurt  a  fly.  Each  bout 
lasted  about  three  minutes,  then  the  combatants 
were  cheered  and  patted  on  the  back  which  made 
then  feel  that  both  had  won  the  fight.  They 
walked  around  like  "supermen"  for  the  rest 
of  the  day. 

Plowever,  Vacation  School  wasn't  all  fun  and 
baseball.  Beginning  with  ^Mass  prayers  recited 
with  the  priest  each  morning  and  the  singing 
of  hymns,  every  liour  of  the  da^  Avas  profitably 
accounted  for  in  class,  choir  and  i^ecrcation,  un- 
til the  day  (>nded  with  Benediction  at  4  p.m. 

AVHO  BBtilN  ON  THEMSELVES. 
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The  Seniors  really  felt  they  had  to  get  down 
to  business  as  they  liave  the  prospeet  of  an  exam 
in  Christian  Doetriue  to  be  given  by  their  pastor 
sometime  in  the  late  Fall.  The  members  of  the 
intermediate  and  First  Communion  classes  were 
devoted  to  their  two  teachers,  Miss  Marie  Gordon 
and  Shirley  Leibel,  both  Grade  XI  graduates 
of  Sacred  Heart  Acadeni}-.  The  morning  of  First 
Communion  spoke  volumes  for  the  excellent 
work  these  young  ladies  had  done  in  the  teach- 
ing of  the  little  ones. 

Eleanor  had  been  brought  in  from  the  farm  to 
her  grandmother's  home  in  order  to  be  prepared 
for  her  First  Holy  Communion.  She  had  been 
studying  catechism  by  mail  from  Kegina  all 
winter  and  needed  only  the  final  instructions. 
This  little  one  is  badly  crippled  and  could  not 
kneel,  but  she  looked  very  sweet  in  her  white 
dress  and  veil,  eager  and  happy  for  the  coming 
of  Jesus  into  her  heart.  All  present  were  deeply 
moved  when  the  priest  gave  to  her  the  Bread  of 
Life  for  the  first  time,  as  she  held  on  to  the 
dining  room  table  for  support.  Then  she  stood 
by  Father's  knee  and  made  her  thanksgiving 
with  him. 

Each  evening  we  drove  out  to  a  different  liome 
for  supper  and  this  gave  us  a  grand  opportiinity 
to  see  the  lovely  Qu'Appelle  countryside.  These 
visits  were  pleasant  and  happy  for  all  coiiGerned. 
especially  when  we  took  part  in  the  Family 
Rosary. 

"We  had  the  pleasure  and  honour  of  meeting 
our  Prime  IMinister,  ]Mr.  Louis  St.  Laurent,  when 
he  boarded  the  train  at  Qu'Appelle  station  for 
Calgary.  He  shook  hands  with  residents  who  had 
gathered  at  the  station  to  greet  him  and  gave  a 
short  talk,   expressing  his  satisfaction  at  the 


opportunity  of  visiting  the  West.  He  also  donned 
his  recently  acquired  head-dress  of  feathers  to 
pose  for  a  picture. 

During  the  second  week  the  movie,  "Come  to 
the  Stable",  came  to  town.  The  owner  of  the 
theatre  put  on  a  special  matinee  for  the  Vacation 
School  pupils  of  Qu'Appelle,  Lidian  Head  and 
iMcLean.  The  boys  and  girls  and  some  grown-up^ 
arrived  by  truck  and  car  some  time  before  the 
commenc^ement  of  the  show.  They  came  into 
ehurch  and  recited  the  Rosary  with  the  pupils. 
It  was  lovely  to  hear  so  many  children  in  a 
country  parish  sing  Benediction  in  perfect  unison, 
the  consoling  fruit  of  years  of  Religious  Vaca- 
tion Schools.  Judging  from  the  chuckling  con- 
versations for  days  after.  Sister  Margaret's 
"Jeep-ride  to  New  York"  and  the  "puncturing  of 
the  water  pipe"  were  the  most  enjoyable  high- 
lights of  the  show. 

The  Grand  Finale  was  the  big  Sports  Day  for 
the  students  of  the  Vacation  Schools  of  seven 
different  parishes.  There  was  a  grand  turnout 
and  keen  competition  was  shown  in  baseball, 
races  and  games.  Of  course  the  home  team  won 
the  baseball  prize,  much  to  their  joy  as  they  had 
been  practicing  hard  for  two  weeks  for  this  big 
victory. 

It  may  seem  as  though  Vacation  Schools  should 
be  all  alike.  You  use  the  same  catechism,  ask  the 
same  questions  and  get  the  same  wrong  answers, 
but  each  has  its  own  environment.  The  children 
from  the  farm  districts  are  A'cry  lovable  in  their 
simple,  unaffected  kindness  and  obedience.  The 
important  Da^'  was  August  2nd,  when  the  Arch- 
bishop came  for  Confirmation.  The  period  for 
"questioning"  before  Confirmation  is  always  the 
"anxious  hour"  for  parents  and  teachers  alike, 


Coiifiniiation  Class  at  Kennedy,  Sask. 
THE  CHAINS  OF  HABIT  ARE  TOO  WEAK  TO  BE  FELT  UNTIL  THEY  AUK  TOO  STBONG  IX)  BK  BHOKEX. 
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to  say  iiothiii'*'  of  the  pastor.  In  the  beginning 
the  youngsters,  in  their  excitement  and  nervous- 
ness, give  answers  that  almost  "devastate"  the 
reputation  of  the  teacher  as  a  cateehist,  hut  be- 
fore the  end  of  it  they  are  all  normal  and  quito 
at  ease. 

On  Saturday  afternoon,  after  a  week  of  hard 
work,  the  mueh-talked-of  picnic  to  the  lake  was 
held.  The  children  piled  into  the  truck  and  cars 
with  their  lunch  boxes,  bathing  suits  and  all  the 
other  "musts"  for  a  happy  outing.  It  turned  out 
to  be  a  Avonderful  day  in  spite  of  threatening 
rain  clouds  early  in  the  morning.  They  had  base- 
ball and  races  with  a  short  interlude  to  spring  a 
surprise  presentation  of  a  gift  on  Sister  and  the 
teacher.  We  were  deeply  touched  by  their  thought- 
fulness.  They  were  given  one  hour  of  glorious 
fun,  bathing  and  splashing  in  the  lake.  They  then 
returned  to  the  shade  of  the  picnic  grounds  for 
lunch  and  supper  combined.  The  good  mothers 
had  cooked  hot  dogs  and  there  was  plenty  of 
mustard;  the  men  folks  supervised  the  dishing 
out  of  the  ice  cream.  A  few  hundred  hot  dogs 
disappeared  like  magic,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
"pop"'  and  lunch  they  had  brought  Avith  them. 
Before  departing  for  home  we  all  knelt  Aowii  on 
the  baseball  field  and  said  three  Ilail  Marys  to 
thank  our  Blessed  Lady  for  sucjh  fine  Aveather  and 
for  such  a  grand  picnic. 

On  our  Avay  home  in  the  car  three  of  the  First 
Communicants  entertained  us  with  the  latest  song 
hits  (at  least  they  were  to  me!)  They  had  the 
"Shoeshine  boy  being  a  great  bundle  of  joy"  off 
to  perfection  and  about  tAventj^  verses  of  "Comin' 
Round  the  Mountain"  in  the  ncAvest  version,  Avith 
a  side  glance  at  Sister  to  see  if  she  AA'ere  being 
shocked.  To  redeem  Avhat  might  seem  to  be  too 
worldly  conduct,  they  sang  all  the  hymns  they 
knew  Avith  just  as  much  swing  and  gusto. 

On  the  lovely  early  morning  of  departure  for 
Eegina,  a  delegation  of  tAvo  came  to  the  bus 
and  presented  me  with  a  bouquet  of  garden 
flowers  in  a  sealer  full  of  water.  When  I  placed 
the  floAvers  at  the  feet  of  Our  Lady  in  the  Con- 
vent Chapel,  they  seemed  a  fitting  token  of  the 
bright,  happy  days  left  behind  for  another  year. 

S.O.S.,  Regina. 


VISITING  CITY  HOME,  HALIFAX 

No  one  Avould  cA'er  imagine  they  Avere  going 
"over  the  hill  to  the  poor-house"  Avhen  they  visit 
the  City  Home  in  Halifax.  The  house  breathes 
hospitality.  Besides  the  various  Avards  for  men 
and  Avomen  there  is  a  cozy  reception  room  for 
the  inmates  and  tAvo  chapels.  One  chapel  is 
for  Catholics,  Avhere  Mass  is  celebrated  every 
Sunday  morning,  and  Benediction  in  the  after- 
noon, Avhile  the  other  chapel  is  for  non-Catholics. 
There  are  approximately  tAvo  hundred  Catholic 
men  and  Avomen  in  residence,  their  spiritual 
needs  being  taken  care  of  by  the  priests  of  St. 
Mary's  Basilica. 

Sistei-9  of  Ser\ace  visit  the  Home  every  Wednes- 
day afternoon.  The  wards,  as  Avell  as  the  in- 
mates, are  ahvays  immaculate.  The  dear  old 
ladies  Avreathed  in  smiles  are  there  waiting  for 
"their  Sisters".  Usually  it  is  illness  over  a  long 
period  of  time  or  death  of  relatives  that  has  re- 
sulted in  their  being  admitted  to  the  City  Home. 
Rosary  beads  and  holy  pictures  are  given.  Pep- 
permint candy  is  ahvays  a  favourite,  as  Avell  as 
little  jars  of  jam,  home-made  cookies,  etc.  Cath- 
olic papers  and  magazines  are  distributed.  Often 
Ave  go  over  the  prayers  Avith  those  Avho  have  for- 
gotten them,  and  assist  the  dear  old  souls  to  pre- 
pare for  the  reception  of  the  Sacraments.  One 
inmate  said,  "Sister,  I  have  great  news  for 
you  today,  three  guesses  Avhat  it  is."  As  each 
guess  proved  to  be  AA-rong  she  replied,  "No,  Sister, 
better  than  that,"  then  she  triumphantly  said,  "I 
received  Holy  Communion  last  Sunday." 

What  a  motherly  interest  they  take  in  us. 
"Sister  dear,  did  you  Avear  your  rubbers?"-  "Are 
your  gloves  Avarmf  "Did  you  sleep  Avell  last 
night?"  "I  am  ahvays  Avorried  in  case  something 
might  happen  to  you  as  you  are  the  only  one  I 
have."  One  dear  old  lady  asked  hoAv  long  it 
took  us  to  reach  home.  On  learning  it  took  about 
half  an  hour  she  replied,  "I  thought  it  Avould  take 
you  longer,  so  each  week  Avhen  you  leave  here 
I  keep  an  eye  on  the  clock  and  pray  for  an  hour 
that  you  Avill  reach  home  safely." 

There  are  three  topics  on  Avhich  the  old  folks 
are  really  conversant,  and  to  Avhich  one  sits  and 
listens  Avith  rapt  attention.  The  first  ^ne  begins 
—"On  the  morning  of  the  Halifax  explosion." 
The  second  tells  in  gloAving  terms  of  the  unpre- 
cedented kindness  of  our  predecessor  Sister  Eileen 
Gallagher,  S.O.S.,  "the  darling,  God  bless  her, 
she  Avas  right  nice."  The  third  story  is  of  Halli- 
gonians  of  past  generations.  If  yo\\  Avish  to  knoAV 
Avho's  Avho  in  Halifax,  visit  the  City  Home. 


THE  ONLY  GOOD  THING  ABOUT  SOME  PEOPLE  IS  THEIR  OPINION  OF  THERISELVBS. 


JANTJARY,  1951 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


9 


We  Entered  the  Musical  Festival 


NAUGHTY?  —  NO  —  NAUTICAL 

Preparing  for  a  Musical  Festival  in  a  Primary 
Room  is  quite  an  experience.  With  only  Grades 
I  and  II,  one  has  to  face  these  facts.  Many  chil- 
dren enter  school  uuable  to  sing  and  my  success 
at  making  them  singers  was  not  one  hundred 
per  cent.  However,  with  such  enthusiasm  and 
good  will  one  has  to  overlook  defects  and  when 
it  qame  time  to  do  the  weeding  out  and  I  saw 
these  little  dears  all  doing  their  best,  quite  un- 
aware that  anyone  was  off  key  or  out  of  tune,  I 
just  didn't  do  any  weeding,  and  so  all  thirty-six 
went  into  the  chorus. 

Then,  too,  some  primary  tots  haven't  much 
sense  of  rhythm  and  no  amount  of  walking  or 
running  or  hopping  or  clapping  seems  to  help 
much.  What  of  it?  They  get  into  the  Rhythm 
Band  and  have  sucli  a  Avonderful  time  anyway, 
even  if  the  clicks  and  clacks  don't  come  together! 


So  all  thirty-six  were  entered  in  the  Rhythm 
Band. 

The  dancers  had  to  be  limited,  much  to  every- 
one's disgust,  and  only  sixteen,  the  maximum 
number,  could  take  part.  They  did  a  Sailors' 
Dance. 

The  Action  Song  seemed  to  be  the  best  num- 
ber— -"Merry  Sailors."  During  the  performance 
two  little  boys,  six-year-olds,  didn't  agree  on 
the  same  action  and  one  slapped  the  other.  Need- 
less to  say  the  other  retaliated.  The  bout  be- 
came so  involved  that  both  perfoi^mers  nearly 
landed  off  the  stage.  Of  course  this  gave  the 
audience  a  good  time,  and  they  were  called  back 
to  perform  again. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  one  does  not  know 
what  to  expect  of  them,  or  what  may  happen, 
their  sincerity  and  eagerness  to  please  makes 
up  for  their  lack  of  perfection  and  skill. 

S.O.S.  Rycroft. 


Our  New  Mission  "Down  North" 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

heard  by  the  two  Sisters.  Horrors !  It  was  the 
fish  and  he  wasn't  dead  at  all  but  alive  and 
flipping  his  tail  every  now  and  then  against 
the  paper  wrapping.  The  Sisters  were  extremely 
embarrassed — what  could  they  do?  As'  they 
pondered  the  situation  a  dignified  lady  came 
up  to  the  choir — suppose  she  knelt  by  the  fish. 


saw  the  paper  moving  and  making  noises !  Would 
she  scream?  Wouldn't  anybody?  However,  just 
then  the  fish  evidently  breathed  his  last  and  all 
the  commotion  in  the  choir  came  to  an  end.  Poor 
Sister  G.  declared  when  we  got  home  that  she 
was  absolutely  exhausted  by  the  doings  of  the 
last  half  hour  and  would  we  please  cut  off  the 
fish's  head  so  there  wouldn't  be  any  more  goings 
on ! 

S.O.S. ,  Peace  River. 


TO  KEEP  AWAY  FROM  MUD  TAKES  LESS  EFFORT  THAN  TO  WASH  IT  OFF. 


ID 
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Happenings  at  No.  4 


It  seems  a  long  time  since  our  readers  were 
told  of  the  many  interesting  activities  in  which 
our  Residential  Club  Members  at  No.  4  (Wellesley 
Place)  have  been  engaged. 

Some  of  the  girls  in  residence  returned  to  New 
Zealand  sjinice  we  last  wrote  to  you,  others 
to  their  homes  in  various  parts  of  Canada,  but 
quickly  their  places  were  taken  by  others.  Now 
the  newcomers  and  the  others  are  blended  into 
a  happy,  energetic  group. 

A  Communion  Breakfast  in  honour  of  "Our 
Lady  of  the  Rosary"  was  held  the  first  Sunday 
of  October.  Rev.  F.  Stone,  C.S.P.,  director  of 
convert  work  for  the  St.  Paul's  Guild,  Toronto, 
was  the  speaker.  Father  spoke  of  the  present 
day  lethargy  among  all  Christians  and  of  the 
spread  of  Communism,  giving  examples  of  com- 
munistic indoctrination  in  our  Canadian  high 
schools  and  universities.  We  must  be  alert  and 
either  be  for  Christ  or  against  Him.  The  Cult 
of  Pleasure,  Father  said,  is  being  moi'e  and  more 
the  cause  of  divorce.  The  attitude  of  mind, 
"unwillingness  to  share,"  brings  disaster  into 
so  many  lives,  and  these  breed  communistic  ten- 
dencies. Speaking  of  converts,  for  which  St. 
Paul's  Guild  is  noted.  Father  said  that  one  does 
not  "turn  Catholic"  but  one  becomes  a  Catholic 
through  the  process  of  growth  in  the  soul — the 
Avilliugness  to  do  the  AVill  of  God. 

Miss  Adele  Salem  introduced  Father  Stone 
to  the  members  and  Miss  Elva  Williams  expressed 
the  thanks  of  the  Sisters  and  members. 

A  "miscellaneous  shower"  given  by  club  mem- 
bers Avas  a  big  surprise  for  Miss  Marie '  Sullivan. 
Marie  was  married  in  her  parish  church  at  Gore 
of  Toronto.  We  wish  a  long,  happy  married  life 
to  Marie  and  Alex  Teed. 

The  relatives  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  under 
the  patronage  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Missions  have 
formed  an  Auxiliary  to  help  the  Sisters  in  their 
missionary  M^ork.  The  first  of  their  activities  was 
a  SUCCESS  in  the  form  of  a  "Hallowe'en  Tea 
and  Mission  Exhibit"  held  at  No.  4  on  Sunday, 
October  29th.  Decorations  of  spooks  and  witches 
and  pumpkin  faces  welcomed  the  guests  in  the 
Tea  Room.  In  the  dining  room  a  "Snap  Shot" 
mission  exhibit  portraying  factual  activities 
across  Canada  and  North  Dakota  were  of  keen 


interest  to  many  of  our  guests  Avho  did  not  know 
the  extensive  work  of  the  Community  in  the 
Home  Mission  Field.  Our  Lady  of  the  Missions 
favored  us  with  delightful  Aveather  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

In  the  evening  the  members  held  their  annual 
Hallowe'en  Masquerade  Part}-,  thus  completing 
a  very  happy  and  busy  day. 

On  November  the  16th  the  S.O.S.  Auxiliary  met 
again  and  formed  plans  for  further  acti^'ities. 
On  December  10th  they  are  joined  Avith  the  mem- 
bers in  residence  in  holding  a  "Toy  ShoAver"  for 
poor  children  in  western  Canada.  The  toys  and 
other  useful  contributions  were  forAvarded  im- 
mediatel}^  to  our  Avestern  houses.  Good  clean  used 
clothing  is  also  being  collected  and  forwarded. 
Plans  are  being  made  to  assist  our  Catechetical 
workers  in  their  vacation  school  duties. 

The  guest  speaker  for  the  November  Com- 
munion Breakfast  Avas  Rev.  F.  J.  Costello,  S.J., 
procurator  of  the  Darjeeling  Mission,  Avho  graph- 
ically described  mission  Avork  in  India ;  the  sac- 
rifices, the  endurance,  and  the  joys  of  the  mis- 
sionaries there.  The  people  of  India  when  con- 
verted make  great  sacrifices  for  their  Faith. 
Father  said  it  cost  one  thousand  dollars  to  send 
a  priest  or  brother  from  Canada  to  India  by 
the  cheapest  means  of  transportation — a  banana 
boat.  In  India  there  is  room  for  eA'ery  zealous 
Catholic  missionary,  priest,  brother,  sister  and 
lay  worker  Avith  plenty  of  Avork  for  everyone 
whether  dishwasher,  nurse,  teacher,  cateehist, 
etc.,  and  each  one  feels  he  or  she  is  really  needed 
and  useful  there. 

Miss  Josephine  Holland  introduced  the  speaker 
and  Miss  Myrtle  Mulligan  thanked  him,  express- 
ing our  keen  wish  to  see  and  hear  more  about 
the  Avork  of  the  Jesuits  in  India.  Father  re- 
turned December  3rd  and  shoAved  moving  pictures 
of  their  Avork  in  India. 

The  Sisters  and  girls  at  No.  4  speiid  two  "hours 
or  more  each  Sunday  making  up  catechetical 
charts  for  our  catechists,  thus  taking  an  actiA-e 
part  in  making  our  dear  Lord  and  His  Church 
better  known  and  loved. 

Rev.  H.  Sharkey,  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sion Society  addressed  the  members  at  the  De- 
cember Communion  Breakfast. 


TIMIPERAMMVT  —  TEOVIPER  THAT  IS  TOO  OLD  TO  BE  SPANKED. 
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D.P.  WEDDING  FROM  MONTREAL  CLUB 


ROSALITA  is  a  Slovenian  girl  who,  like  so 
many  of  her  age,  had  her  education  inter- 
rupted in  her  fonnative  years  by  the  war. 
She  came  to  Canada  as  a  domestic,  completed 
her  contract  and  received  her  certificate  to  that 
effeet.  She  is  a  very  good  pious  Catholic;  one 
of  a  group  who  formed  a  sodality  and  pray  and 
sing  together  in  chapel  each  Thursday  when  they 
visit  tlie  Club  for  class  in  Eng'lish,  and  for  a 
little  social  life. 

Time  came  for  Rosalita  to  prepare  for  the 
wedding  with  her  very  nice  Slovenian  fiance, 
whom  she  had  met  in  Canada.  Tiiis  was  a  big 
occasion,  and  all  must  be  done  as  it  would  have 
been  had  they  been  at  home.  Five  of  her  friends 
volunteered  to  help  her  with  the  baking  for  the 
feast.  They  began  at  7  p.m.  on  Thursday  and 
continued  working  and  singing  luitil  all  was 
completed  at  3  a.m.  the  next  morning.  There 
were  hams  to  be  boiled  and  baked ;  doughnuts, 
their  own  recipe,  to  be  made ;  sweet  breads,  with 
nut-meats,  kneaded  and  braided  into  long  at- 
tractive loaves.  Such  enticing  odors  rose  from 
the  kitchen  that  it  was  quite  distracting  for  those 
who  Avere  retiring.  When  the  time  for  the  house 
to  be  in  silenee  came,  the  melodious  voices  con- 
tinued sweet  hymns  of  praise  to  the  Virgin. 

Everyone  retired,  leaving  the  girls  to  their 
labour  of  love,  not  realizing  how  late  they  would 
be  working.  Not  wishing  to  go  on  the  street 
at  such  an  hour,  they  eurled  up  on  chesterfields 
in  the  recreation  room  until  it  was  time  to  go 
to  Mass,  then  home  to  their  day's  work,  not 
feeling  themselves  heroines  at  all  for  having 
sacrificed  a  night's  sleep  to  help  a  friend. 

Saturday  morning,  the  day  of  the  wedding, 
arrived.  Contrary  to  our  customs,  the  bridal 
party  met  at  the  Club — the  home  of  the  bride. 
She  appeared  dressed  in  the  traditional  white, 
Jooking  the  essence  of  modesty;  she  was  ac- 
companied by  her  bridesmaid,  in  pale  pink. 
Bride  and  gi'oom  knelt  while  one  of  the  older 
women,  aeting  in  the  place  of  the  bride's  mother, 
signed  them  both  with  holy  water  and  gave  the 
giri  a  slight  blow  on  the  cheek.  Then  they  rose, 
the  whole  party  formed  in  procession  and  left 
the  house  for  the  church.  The  air  of  reverence 
was  tangible  as  they  walked,  two  and  two, 
through  the  rooms  where  they  usually  were  so 
gay  and  full  of  fun. 

At  the  church  the  girls  sang  hymns  during  the 
Mass.  Then  in  good  Canadian  style  they  went 
to  the  photographer,  and  on  to  their  reception. 


The  Hapi>y  Pair  on  Their  Wedding  Mom. 


for  which  oeeasion  they  had  rented  a  hall  to  be 
able  to  receive  all  their  friends.  There  was  music 
and  dancing  until  evening,  with  every  now  and 
then  a  pause  for  refreshments  to  be  served,  and 
always  the  bride  or  groom  would  ask  God's 
blessing  on  the  assembled  guests  and  the  food 
of  which  they  would  partake. 

So  Rosalita's  life  has  formed  its  pattern;  she 
has  settled  to  her  new  and  most  important  career, 
and  is  extremely  happy.  May  there  be  that 
"lived  happily  ever  after"  ending  for  many 
more  of  these  poor  children  Avho  have  been  torn 
from  home  and  loved  ones. 

S.O.S.  Montreal. 


TRY  TO  TAKE  TROUBLES  LIKE  PILLS 
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Mousie  —  The  Pet  of  Montreal  Mission 


IN  OUR  Residential  Clubs  the  youngest  girl 
is  usually  about  sixteen  years  old;  but 
Mousie  is  the  exception.    She  is  not  quite 

four. 

"Mousie"  or  Claudia  Carmel  Cojocaru,  to  give 
her  full  name,  as  she  does  on  request,  has  been 
with  us  for  nearly  a  year;  and  to  us,  who  do  not 
work  with  young  children,  it  has  been  most  in- 
teresting to  watch  her  intellectual  development. 
All  mothers  fondly  think  their  "darling"  the 
bi'ightest  child,  but  certainly  if  each  child  is  as 
bright  as  our  Mousie,  we  shall  expect  great 
things  from  the  coming  generation. 

On  her  arrival  in  ou.r  midst,  she  spoke  no  Eng- 
lish— only  German.  Her  parentage  is  Roumanian 
and  French,  so  she  is  of  a  trath  a  displaced  per- 
son. For  a  little  while  she  was  shy,  then  became 
more  friendly  with  all  the  household,  girls  and 
Sisters,  but  remained  distant  with  strangers — 
except  our  Bishop.  When  he  came  to  celebrate 
Midnight  Mass  she  greeted  him  most  cordially. 
Knowing  she  was  looking  her  best  in  a  new  blue 
silk  dress  and  white  stockings,  she  walked 
right  up  to  the  Bishop,  took  his  hand  and  asked : 
"Was  ist  Ihr  Name?"  (What  is  your  name?) 
From  then  on  they  were  fast  friends  and  after 
Mass  she  showed  him  her  dolls  and  carriage  that 
the  Christ  Child  (not  Santa)  had  brought  her. 


"Mousie" — 111  the  Little  Green  Di-ess. 


"Mousie"  and  Grandniotlier. 


She  is  very  fond  of  the  "Lieber  Gott,"  pro- 
nounced "Dott"  on  her  baby  lips,  and  loves  to 
visit  Him  in  His  House  (the  chapel).  She  comes 
to  the  evening  Rosary  and  usually  behaves  very 
well.  One  Sunday  shortly  after  her  arrival,  she 
was  at  Mass  in  chapel  with  her  grandma,  and 
Father  was  preaching.  About  midway  the  ser- 
mon Mousie  spoke  aloud  to  her  grandma,  who 
promptly  hushed  her.  Everyone  smiled  includ- 
ing Father,  for  he  was  not  used  to  such  a  tiny 
one  in  this  congregation.  What  she  said  was: 
"He  talks  and  talks  and  I  don't  understand  a 
word !" 

Someone  gave  her  a  few  pennies  with  which 
she  played  for  part  of  an  evening,  then  before 
going  to  bed  she  went  in  to  say  good-night ^to 
"Lieber  Gott"  and  left  a  penny  on  the  Communion 
rail  for  Him.  Surely  a  more  shining  gift  has 
not  been  recorded  in  heaven  for  a  long  time.  (We 
are  the  bookkeepei's  of  the  Lord,  so  took  great 
care  of  that  penny.  When  a  fund  was  started 
for  pews  in  our  chapel,  the  name  appearing 
at  the  head  of  the  list  of  benefa<2tors  was — 
Mousie,  .01c. 

Not  understanding  English  is  now  a  thing  of 
the  past,  so  don't  tiy  saying  anj^thing  in  front 
of  Mousie  that  you  don't  want  repeated,  either 
in  English  or  German.  She  expresses  herself 
equally  well  in  either  language,  and  accommo- 
dates herself  to  the  capacity  of  her  audience.  If 
you  understand  only  English,  very  well,  she  will 
explain  to  you  in  English;  if  you  speak  German, 


WHEN  YOU  SHUT  YOUR  EYE  TO  TEMl*TATION,  BE  SURE  Y'OU  DON'T  MAKE  IT  lOOK  LIKE  .\  WINK. 
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then  she  will  tell  you  her  story  in  German — it 
makes  no  difference  to  Mousie. 

Being  universal,  she  became  an  Irish  colleen 
for  the  feast  of  St.  Patrick.  The  girls  were  learn- 
ing an  Irish  dance  and  she  was  immensely  in- 
terested. Being  highly  imitative,  and  having 
an  excellent  sense  of  rhythm,  she  tried  to  fol- 
low the  steps,  so  it  was  decided  to  have  her  do 
a  solo  dance.  Our  concerts  are  nice  homey  affairs, 
and  the  audience  comes  prepared  to  enjoy  them- 
selves. Of  course  to  dance  she  needed  an  Irish 
costume,  and  how  she  loved  to  put  on  iier  "geen" 
dress,  as  she  called  it.  The  concert  was  presented 
three  times,  and  each  time  Mousie  stole  the  show. 
She  was  enjoying  herself  so  much  the  first  night 
that  she  had  to  be  bribed  out  of  the  limelight 
with  a  chocolate  bar. 

Having  committed  a  misdemeanour,  grandma 
made  her  relinguish  that  most  prized  possession, 
the  Irish  costume,  until  she  apologized  to  the 
Sisters  and  promised  to  be  good.  It  was  quite 
an  ordeal  for  all,  but  grandma's  word  was  law, 
so  after  a  few  physical  inducements,  and  many 
tears,  the  necessary  words  were  spoken.  A  few 
minutes  later,  all  traces  of  tears  removed,  she 
fairly  danced  in  to  claim  back  the  "geen"  dress. 

S.O.S.  Montreal. 


solemn  pledge  to  watch  over  your  children,  to 
safeguard  them  from  the  dangers  that  surround 
them  and  keep  them  from  places  where  they  are 
trained  to  impiety  and  perversion?"  "We  are" 
came  the  answer  sharp  and  decisive. 

May  that  invitation  of  our  Holy  Father  ring 
throughout  the  world  and  receive  the  same  an- 
swer from  our  children  and  their  parents. 


An  Invitation  To  Purity 

Undoubtedly  the  canonization  of  Saint  Maria 
Goretti,  the  child  martyr  of  purity,  will  remain 
the  outstanding  event  of  the  Holy  Year.  Before 
a  crowd  of  over  250,000  in  S.  Peter's  Square  Pope 
Pius  XII  proclaimed  a  Saint  and  Martyr  "the 
12-year-old  child  of  the  Pontian  Marshes."  Never 
again  will  Rome  witness  such  a  scene — the  blue 
skies  served  as  a  canopy  over  the  open  air  throne 
where  stood  the  Holy  Father;  behind  him  was 
unfurled  a  banner  portraying  St.  I\Iaria  Goretti. 
Kneeling  by,  tears  streaming  down  her  fur- 
rowed cheeks,  was  her  own  mother. 

When  Oxw  Holy  feather  had  proclaimed  to  the 
world  that  the  little  girl  of  Italy  was  to  be  listed 
among  the  Saints  of  the  Church,  he  made  a  most 
eloquent  and  fervent  appeal  to  the  children  and 
their  parents.  It  was  an  invitation  to  purity 
of  life.  Trembling  with  emotion  the  Pope  cried 
out :  "0  boys  and  girls  here  present,  you  who  are 
so  dear  to  us,  are  you  determined  to  resist  any 
assault  that  may  be  made  against  your  purity?" 
Back  from  the  packed  Square  thundered  the 
immediate  answer:  "Si" — (we  are.)  "And  you, 
fathers  and  mothers,  are  you  ready  to  take  a 

WISDOM  IS  KNOWING  WHEN  TO  SPEAK  YOUR  MIND  AND  WHEN  TO  MIND  YOUR  SPEECH. 


APPRECIATION 

The  following  letter  was  written  to  the  Superior 
of  our  Ottawa  Hostel  by  a  gii'l  who  arrived  from 
Europe  about  two  months  ago.  It  is  the  out- 
pouring of  a  heart  full  of  gratitude  for  having 
found  a  "Home"  in  a  strange  country : 

Dear  Sister  Superior: 

First  of  all  I  wish  to  express  my  grateful  thanks 
to  you,  the  Sisters,  and  to  all  the  girls,  who  were 
so  good,  kind  and  nice  to  me.  Being  a  perfect 
stranger  in  this  country  I  feel  I  have  to  admit  how 
deeply  touched  I  was  when  entering  Rosary  Hall. 
It  is  not  long  since  I  arrived  in  Canada,  so  my  knowl- 
edge of  this  country,  of  the  people,  mentality,  and 
customs,  were  and  are  beyond  my  imagination.  How- 
ever, since  I  have  been  here  in  your  Christian  Home, 
I  do  feel  that  my  long  journey  has  come  to  an  end, 
and  that  I  am  at  HOME  at  last. 

Since  I  left  my  dearly  beloved  family,  my  home, 
I've  always  had  to  get  along  on  my  own,  so  I  felt 
rather  conscious  about  world  affairs — 'and  about  my- 
self. I  had  to  stand  on  my  two  feet  to  be  able  to 
fight  for  human  rights  for  myself.  I  became  very 
strongminded,  and  people  who  knew  me  before  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  I  am  not  anymore  the  "gay 
young  child"  I  used  to  be. 

Now,  at  this  stage  of  my  life,  I  have  gained  a 
more  intelligent  appreciation  of  what  a  home  like 
this  can  mean.  What  I  like  most,  is  the  small  Chapel 
where  we  can  always  find  our  way  to  Our  Lord. 
Like  a  big  family  we  all  join  together  and  pray  for 
the  poor,  for  the  conversion  of  Russia,  for  the  sick 
people.  There  are  also  many  other  things  I  greatly 
appreciate,  like  the  freedom  we  have,  and  if  time 
comes  to  make  a  serious  decision,  Sister  Superior 
is  always  ready  to  advise  her  sometimes  foolish 
"young  daughters",  and  help  them  through  the  diffi- 
culties. 

Though  I  have  not  been  here  for  long,  I  do  feel 
that  I  have  found  my  new  Home,  and  that  I  am  almost 
as  happy  as  I  used  to  be  in  the  "old  days".  I  do  not 
know  what  life  has  reserved  for  me,  but  there  is  one 
thing  I  am  positive  about — that  wherever  I  am, 
or  shall  be,  I  always  will  find  my  way  Home. 

Once  more  I  would  like  to  thank  Sister  Superior, 
Sister  DeMarsh,  and  Sister  Trautman  for  all  the  kind- 
ness I  have  received.  I  also  would  like  to  thank  the 
girls  for  their  kind  help,  which  I  would  like  to  re- 
turn one  day.  God  bless  you  all. 

Johanna  M.  Horvath. 
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IN  UNCLE  SAM'S  TERRITORY 


Where  Is  Blumenfeld? 

We  were  looking  for  information  from  the 
"Northern  Pacific." 

"Have  you  service  to  Blumenfeld,  North  Da- 
kota?" 

"Blumenfeld?" 

"Yes." 

"Just  a  moment  please.  How  is  that  spelt?" 
"B-l-u-m-e-n-f-e-l-d." 

"Thank'you.  No,  we  have  no  service  to  Blumen- 
feld." 

"Have  you  to  Orrin,  that  is  the  Post  Office  ad- 
dress" 

"0-r-r-i-n?" 
"Yes." 

"Just  a  minute  please."  "No,  we  haven't.  Are 
they  in  North  Dakota  1 ' ' 
"Yes." 

"They  are  not  listed,  but  you  could  try  the 
"Great  Northern."  They  may  have  some  infor- 
mation on  them." 

"Thank  you  very  much." 

But  the  "Great  Northern"  had  never  heard  of 
Blumenfeld,  neither  had  the  Bus  Depot.  We  knew 
it  existed  because  the  parish  priest  had  asked  us 
to  teach  catechism  to  his  young  flock  and  we  had 
promised  to  be  there.  In  desperation  we  wrote  to 
the  pastor  and  his  reply  came  in  the  form  of  a 
map.  Examining  it,  we  discovered  that  we  had 
quite  a  choice  of  routes  to  Blumenfeld,  though 
not  one  route  led  within  twenty-four  miles  of  our 
destination.  We  could  choose  to  travel  to  one  of 
five  towns,  so  we  decided  to  take  the  "Fast  Mail" 
to  Minot  and  notified  the  parish  priest  of  our 
decision.  He  met  us  with  a  jeep.  We  were  eager 
to  proceed  on  our  journey  without  an  inter- 
mission for  supper,  but  our  guide  as  an  experienced 
captain,  recommended  a  substantial  meal.  Wisely 
we  took  nourishment  for  in  the  strength  of  this 
meal,  we  were  to  bounce  over  the  hills  to  the 
Catholic  rectory  in  Blumenfeld. 

Jeep-Riding  for  Christ 

Supper  over,  we  stepped  into  the  jeep.  The  back 
seat  was  in  two  sections,  so  for  coolness  and  com- 
fort we  each  claimed  a  separate  compartment  and 
the  journey  began.  It  was  a  black  night  with  a 
storm  threatening.  We  consoled  ourselves  with  the 
thought  that  we  Avere  on  a  good  highway  and  if 
the  storm  broke,  it  would  not  make  driving  impos- 
sible. However  we  soon  learned  that  the  good 
road  we  were  on  led  to  other  places.  Blumenfeld 
had  its  own  special  trails  which,  when  we  started 


over  them,  reminded  us  that  we  were  to  serve  in  an 
isolated  rural  mission  parish.  The  bumps  and  ups 
and  downs  of  the  mission  fields  were,  from  then 
on,  felt.  We  could  no  longer  enjoy,  let  alone  oc- 
cupy, our  individual  seats,  so  we  sat  closely  to- 
gether and  realized  that  weight  brings  more  com- 
fort than  space  in  the  back  of  a  jeep. 

Suddenly  the  journey  came  to  an  end  and  we 
found  ourselves  at  the  rectory.  What  was  Blumen- 
feld like  and  where  was  it?  We  had  no  idea.  The 
map  again  would  have  to  tell  us.  The  country  was 
felt  but  not  seen  during  our  trip  of  fifty-six  miles 
through  the  black  night. 

64  for  Instruction 

7  a.m.  the  next  morning.  Two  sleepy  heads  got 
off  the  pillows  and  what  a  scene  lay  before  them ! 
The  large  bedroom  window  displayed  more  beauty 
than  any  of  the  magnificently  dressed  show  win- 
dows on  Fifth  Avenue.  There  lay  before  us  the 
glories  of  God's  creation— the  wide  stretch  of 
prairie,  the  sand  hills  and  mountains,  the  spark- 
ling water,  the  fields  and  valleys  drenched  in  sun- 
shine. It  was  indeed  easy  to  commence  our  rising 
prayers  with  a  "Benedicamus  Domino." 

Sixty-four  children  appeared  for  classes.  Where 
did  they  come  from  ?  Only  a  house  or  two  could  be 
seen  from  the  rectory.  They  came  from  behind  the 
hills  and  from  out  of  the  valleys.  Their  homes  are 
hidden  as  are  their  lives,  but  they  are  known  to 
God,  to  their  relatives  and  friends.  They  are  known 
also  to  their  good  Bishop  and  their  self-sacrificing 
pastor  who  with  discernment  and  foresight  realize 
the  need  these  families  have  of  an  organized  parish 
in  their  midst  if  the  Faith  is  to  be  preserved  and 
strengthened.  With  a  parish  of  their  own,  these 
people  can  become  active,  interested  members  of 
Holy  Mother  Church. 

Parish  Activities 

AVe  had  several  occasions  to  see  them  in  num- 
bei's  and  at  work.  On  July  4th,  a  parish  dinner 
and  afternoon  get-to-gether  were  held  which  re- 
ceived the  co-operation  of  all.  At  both  Sunday 
Masses,  the  Sodality  members  formed  the  choir  and 
led  the  children  and  congregation  in  the  Prayers 
of  the  Mass.  On  the  Saturday  before  First  Holy 
Communion,  very  many  arrived  for  confessions. 
First  Communion  practice  and  singing.  When 
united  spiritually  it  is  easy  to  be  united  as  friends, 
and  it  was  a  pleasure  to  see  thes^  people  chat,  ex- 
change bits  of  news  and  enjoy  each  other's  humor- 
ous sallies  around  the  strongliold  of  the  territorj'— 
the  parish  church. 
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The  Right  Sisters  in  the  Right  Place 

Having;  been  called  by  God  to  the  Sisters  of 
Service  whose  lives  are  comecrated  to  the  apos- 
tolate  of  Catholics  most  destitute  of  spiritual  help 
particularly  in  the  outlying  districts,  the  parish  of 
Blumenfeld  won  our  hearts.  A  Sister  of  Service 
finds  her  real  place  in  the  Church  in  such  a  mis- 
sion territory.  But  are  we  not  throughout  the 
whole  year  latK)ring  for  such  souls  ?  Yes,  through 
our  Correspondence  School  we  teach  religion  to 
the  children  in  outlying  districts.  It  is  only  during 
the  summer  months  that  we  are  able  to  come  into 
personal  contact  with  these  lambs  of  Christ,  but 
they  are  ever  in  our  hearts.  Our  winter  days  are 
spent  in  the  office  sending  these  children  catechism 
lessons,  correcting  their  answers,  and  replying  to 
their  little  personal  letters.  May  God  bless  these! 
numerous  little  ones  scattered  over  the  mission 
fields  of  the  West,  and  may  He  grant  that  we  be 
ever  at  their  service. 


A  SAINT 

My  youngest  Son  with  blouse  in  disarray 

Ran  panting  in  ('twas  his  first  day  away 

At  school).  "Sister  Ameda  said 

To  make  some  Saint  a  friend; 

What  is  a  Saint?"  he  cried. 

I  bit  my  lip,  and  sighed: 

How  to  express 

AVhat  I  dare  not  confess 

I  knew  nought  of? 

«_ 

So  when  that  night  I  prayed 

To  God,  I  knelt  and  said, 

"Ah,  give  me  words  to  paint 

For  him,  my  Son,  the  image  of  a  Saint." 

Next  Sunday  Mass,  we  two  within  the  selfsame 
'pew, 

His  question  haunted  me  anew : 
"What  is  a  Saint?" 

And  then,  what  oft  unseeing  I  had  seen 
Arrested  me,  as  with  a  brilliant  beam 
The  morning  sun  poured  through  our  stained- 
window-pane  : 
St.  Joseph  glowed,  his  brown  robe  clear  and  plain. 

"That  is  a  Saint."  I  spoke 
In  hushed  awe;  the  boy  awoke 
From  nameless  reverie.  He  gazed  with  thought- 
ful eyes 

Of  contemplation;  silent,  solemn,  wise: 
"I  know%  I  know,"  he  cried,  (Oh,  but  his  eyes  were 
blue), 

"A  Saint  is  one  the  light  shines  through." 

Sr.  M.  Dominic,  R.G.S. 

MANY  AN  ARGUMENT 


GOLDILOCKS  AT  SINNETT 

Excitement  reigned  supreme  in  the  junior  room 
of  Loyola  School,  Sinnett,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
first  snowfall.  Sandwiches  disappeared  with 
lightning-like  speed  as  everyone  rushed  to  the 
great  outdoors  to  make  the  best  use  of  every 
moment  of  the  noon  recess. 

After  an  hour  of  feverish  activity,  a  delegation 
came  to  the  teacherage  to  invite  us  out  to  meet 
Goldilocks  and  the  Three  Bears.  Goldilocks  was 
a  demure  little  snow  girl  with  tumbleweed  tresses 
tidily  tucked  away  under  her  plaid  kerchief. 
Baby  Bear  with  a  bib  aromid  his  neck  was  ready 
for  his  bowl  of  porridge,  while  Father  Bear  and 
Mother  Bear  wore  the  latest  style  in  western 
winter  hats  and  scarves. 

Although  their  visit  was  short-lived  because 
of  a  heat  wave  which  struck  the  prairies  the  next 
day,  everyone  enjoyed  them  while  they  lasted. 

Hallowe'en 

The  annual  Sinnett  Hallowe'en  party  was  a 
happy  affair.  A  costume  was  the  price  of  ad- 
mission and  many  and  varied  were  the  imper- 
sonations. The  first  prize  went  to  a  six-year-old 
cowboy  astride  a  bucking  broncho,  the  broncho 
being  his  two  brothers  crouching  under  a  buffalo 
robe.  Little  Bo-Peep  came  looking  for  her  she(?p, 
but  did  not  succeed  in  finding  them.  A  priest 
clad  in  lace  curtain  surplice  and  biretta  solemnly 
read  his  breviary  as  he  paraded  before  the  judges' 
stand,  while  up  from  the  underworld  came  Satan 
with  flaming  mask  and  tail.  The  hay-fork  tri- 
dent which  he  fiendishly  brandished  completed 
his  costume  and  helped  him  to  win  a  prize.  A 
mounted  policeman  in  dress  uniform  with  real 
spurs  was  another  prize  winner. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


'THE  STIMULUS  IS  THE  CHILD 
NOT  THE  PRIEST' 

"There  are  people  in  this  countiy 
who  do  not  realise  that  the  Catho- 
lic parent's  real  stimulus  in  this 
education  question  is  not  his  priest 
but  his  child,"  said  Archbishop 
Downey  of  Liverpool,  preaching  at 
St.  Mary's  College  centenary  cele- 
brations. 

"Even  the  tamest  of  domestic 
animals  will  become  fierce  if  you 
tamper  with  its  young.  A  bai*n-door 
fowl  will  stand  up  to  you  if  you 
interfere  with  its  chicks. 

"You  mean  well,  of  course,  but 
the  hen  Ivas;  other  views,  and  they 
are  her  chicks. 

"Now  the  Catholic  parent  places 
a  higher  value  on  the  soul  than  on 
the  body  of  his  child,  and  he  will 
brook  no  interference  with  the 
spiritual  life  of  his  child. 

"Others,  whose  scale  of  values  is 
different,  may  think  him  unreason- 
able, but  the  Catholic  parent  will 
not  on  this  account  allow  anyone  to 
tamper  with  the  faith  of  his  child. 

"After  all  it  is  his  child!" 


LEST  WE  FORGET! 

On  the  14th  of  April,  19  49,  Pope 
Pius  XII  addressed  to  the  Inter- 
national Union  of  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League  these  words: 

"There  was,  perhaps,  a  time 
when  the  apostolic  activity  of  wo- 
men could  confine  itself  to  the 
maintenance  and  protection  of 
Christian  life  in  the  home.  It  Is  not 
so  in  these  days  when  family  life 
is  necessarily  affected  and  in- 
fluenced by  the  social  milieu  in 
which  it  develops.  On  this  social 
background  must  in  great  part  de- 
pend the  spiritual  condition  of  the 
family,  and  consequently  its  moral 
and  religious  life.  This  is  why  the 
Catholic  woman  of  today  is  aware 
of  her  duties  towards  the  commu- 
nity." 


MAN'S  LAST  AND  WORST 
ENEMY! 

"Man  at  this  moment  of  his  his- 
tory has  emerged  in  greater  su- 
premacy over  the  forces  of  nature 
than  has  ever  been  dreamed  of  be- 
fore. He  has  it  in  his  power  to  solve 
quite  easily  the  problems  of  ma- 
terial existence  There  lies  be- 


fore him,  if  he  wishes,  a  golden  age 
of  peace  and  progress.  All  in  his 
hand.  He  has  only  to  conquer  his 
last  and  worst  enemy  himself." 

WINSTON  CHURCHILL 


NEUTRAIi  SCHOOL  IMPOSSIBLE 

The  deadly  dangers  of  irreligious 
education  have  recently  been 
stressed  by  two  leading  educators. 
Dr.  R.  C.  Wallace,  Principal  of 
Queen's  University,  and  Dr.  Ernest 
Colwell,  President  of  the  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago.  "One  of  the  great 
modern  movements  in  education" 
said  Dr.  Wallace,  "has  been  the 
realization  again  that  education 
cannot  be  divorced  from  religion." 
It  is  necessary,  continued  the  ex- 
perienced Canadian  university  head, 
that  we  "go  back  to  the  days  when 
religion  meant  much  to  all  of  us 
in  education." 

It  is  possible  to  teach  the  multi- 
plication table  without  reference  to 
religion,  but  it  is  not  possible  to 
bring  a  child  to  full  emotional, 
physical,  and  intellectual  maturity, 
without  disclosing  to  him  the  na- 
ture and  purpose  of  the  universe 
in  which  he  lives.  Either  education 
will  be  religious  or  it  will  be  ma- 
terialistic, it  cannot  be  neutral.  As 
Dr.  Colwell  said,  faculty  attitudes 
of  "indifference  or  carefully  con- 
trolled neutrality"  lead  students  to 
conclude  that  education  is  "an  area 
that  does  not  need  religion."  Carry- 
ing this  notion  into  the  business 
world,  the  graduate  is  "easily  per- 
suaded that  business  does  not  need 
religion  either",  and  as  a  result  re- 
ligion "is  progiressively  banished 
from  all  the  important  areas  of  liv- 
ing." The  results  are  before  our 
eyes. 

Bulletin  N.  C.  W.  Union 


FROM  THE  HEART  OF  A  CHILD 

On  the  day  of  His  Crucifixion 
they  wrote  above  Christ's  thorn- 
crowned  Head:  "Jesus,  of  Naza- 
reth, King  of  the  Jews."  The  un- 
grateful Jews  besought  Pilate  to 
change  the  inscription,  but  he 
would  not. 

A  little  girl  who  heard  this  story 
for  the  first  time  said:  "I  would 
have  asked  Pilate  to  change  those 
words,  too." 

"And  what,"  asked  her  mother, 


"would  you  have  wanted  written 

there?" 

"Jesus  of  Nazareth,  King  of  my 
heart,"  was  the  prompt  rejoinder. 

"There  is  now  and  never  has 
been  on  this  earth  a  work  of  hu- 
man policy  so  well  deserving  of  ex- 
amination as  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church. 

Macauley 


CANADA'S  PLACE  IN  THE 
WORLD 

Canada  is  a  land  of  the  future. 
Here,  in  the  ages  that  lie  before  us, 
world  history  may  reveal  itself.  To- 
day it  is  new  and  unspoiled,  a  land 
of  desire  for  all  those  who  are 
weary  of  the  historical  lumber- 
room  of  older  lands. 

One  of  Canada's  proud  boasts  is 
the  way  in  which  her  people  retain 
their  individuality  while  taking  on 
responsibilities  and  making  use  of 
their  opportunities  as  Canadians.  It 
is  truly  said  in  a  new  film  prepared 
by  the  Canadian  National  Railways 
entitled  "The  Canadian  Heritage": 
"Canada  is  not  a  melting  pot."  We 
do  not  pour  people  into  one  mould. 

We  do  try  to  get  newcomers  from 
other  lands  to  contribute  their  na- 
tional and  individual  arts  and  skills 
and  philosophy  in  an  attempt  to 
make  this  the  best  land  on  earth 
in  which  to  live  wholesome,  varied, 
happy  lives.  The  highest  loyalty  to 
any  institution,  whether  it  be  the 
family,  the  community,  the  nation, 
or  the  whole  human  race,  is  detei'- 
mined  not  by  what  we  take  out  of 
it  but  what  we  freely  put  into  it. 

We  are,  of  course,  proud  of  our 
wealth  of  natural  resources.  This 
abundance  provides  our  people  with 
the  raw  material  upon  which  they 
use  their  varying  skills  and  their 
imaginative  thinking.  But  we  can- 
not get  on  without  the  rest  of  the 
world. 

We  have  arrived  at  an  important 
milestone  in  our  history  as  an  inde- 
pendent nation.  To  maintain  our 
domestic  prosperity  involves  us, 
whether  we  like  it  or  not,  in  the 
international  network. 

It  was  all  right  for  us  to  hold 
fast  the  idea,  up  to  a  few  years  ago. 
that  our  remoteness  preserved  us 
from  the  woiTies  of  the  world. 

But  we  are  no  longer  remote. 
We  are  not  a  hermit  nation.  We 
are  at  once  an  Atlantic  country,  a 
North  American  country,  and  a  Pa- 
cific country.  One  could  almost 
add:  and  a  Ndrth  Pole  country.  A 
former  Prime  Minister  remarked: 
"If  some  countries  have  too  much 
history,  we  have  too  much  geog- 
raphy." 
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EDITORIAL^™ 


CARE 


THE  war  left  Europe  faiiiine-strickeii.  The 
o-host  of  starvation  stalked  throuuh  the  laud. 
The  natious  that  had  beeu  spared  the  hor- 
rors of  the  war  soon  awakeued  to  the  reality  of 
the  sufferings  and  miseries  of  bleeding  Europe. 
Who  could  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  voice  of  millions 
without  food,  elothin<i'  and  shelter .'  Like  the  cry 
of  the  ]\Iacedonians  that  voice  came  over  the 
ocean  to  peaceful  Canada  aud  America.  Wc 
had  not  suffered  and  were  living  in  luxury  in 
a  land  of  plentiful  resources  and  luxury.  Lined 
up  on  the  shores  of  Europe  were  millions  of  chil- 
dren, widows,  maimed,  sufferiug  from  hunger 
and  disease.  With  outstretched  arms  and  tears 
in  their  eyes  they  seemed  to  cry  out:  "Don't  j^ou 
care?    Will  you  be  indifferent  to  our  miseries? 

The  warm-hearted  Canadians  and  Americans 
were  touched  to  the  quick.  Soon  by  air  and  by 
boat  packages  of  food  and  clothing  were  on  their 
way  to  Europe.  These  packages  were  labelled 
"CARE".  They  were  our  answer  to  the  cry  of 
war-stricken  Europe.  Yes,  we  did  care,  and 
millions  of  dollars  were  spent  in  trying  to 
alleviate  the  miseries  of  our  brothers  and  sisters, 
innocent  victims  of  the  most  cruel  war  that  has 
ever  devastated  the  civilized  world.  A  resurgence 
of  charity  swept  over  our  continent  and  we 
proved  to  the  world  that  "we  did  care."  We  could 
not  remain  indifferent  to  the  great  miseries  of 
Europe. 


This  picture  has  often  come  to  our  mind  when 
thinking  of  our  great  mission  field  out  West. 
There  are  thousands  and  thousands  of  abandoned 
souls  who  seem  to  say  to  us  today :  "Don't  you 
care?  Don't  you  care  if  we  lose  our  Catholic 
faith?  Don't  you  care  if  Mother  Church  does 
not  forge  ahead  in  these  new  Provinces  where 
Canada  is  still  in  the  making?  Don't  you  care 
if  our  children  will  grow  up  in  indifference, 
exposed  as  they  are  to  aill  the  anti-religious  in- 
fluences of  the  present  times.  ?  Don't  you  care 
if  by  our  very  miseries  and  your  neglect  we  be- 
come unconsciously  the  prey  of  Communism? 

Our  answer  will  be  "Yes,  we  do  care.  We  will 
help  you  in  your  spiritual  poverty.  We  will  sup- 
port the  missionaries,  priests  and  sisters,  who  are 
working  among  you.  Our  prayers  and  our  offer- 
ings will  be  like  those  bundles  of  CARE  we 
dispatched  to  Europe.  They  will  be  the  proof 
that  we  are  not  indifferent,  that  our  warm  Catli- 
olic  hearts  have  responded  to  the  appeal  that 
comes  to  us  from  across  the  great  Lakes." 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


EIGHT  DAYS  OF  PEACE 

On  Januai-y  24th  thirty-one  Sisters  of  Service 
assembled  in  our  Novitiate  chapel  to  begin  their 
annual  mid-winter  Retreat  under  the  guidance 
of  Rev.  L.  Fischer,  S.J.  The  following  eight  days, 
were  silent  in  peaceful  repose  at  the  feet  of  the 
]\Iaster,  Father  Fischer's  splendid  meditations  and 
conferences  being  a  helpful  stimulus  to  renewal 
of  spiritual  fervour. 

PROFESSION  DAY 

The  Retreat  ended  on  the  Feast  of  the  Puri- 
fication. The  Feast  Day  J\Iass  Avas  sung  by  INIon- 
signor  J.  E.  Ronan  and  the  music  was  rendered 
by  the  Novitiate  choir  which  had  been  trained 
for  the  occasion  by  Monsignor  Ronan  himself. 
The  music- for  the  Offertory  verse,  "Diffusa  est," 
was  one  of  Monsignor's  own  compositions. 

Immediately  after  INIass  the  profession  cere- 
mony took  place,  presided  over  by  Reverend  G. 
Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  assisted  by  Monsignor  Ronan. 
First  vows  were  made  by  Sister  Alice  Killoran 
and  Si.ster  Eileen  Dwycr.  Perpetual  vows  were 
mad'C  bv  Sister  Silvic  Nachtegaele. 


Newly  Professed 
Sister  Killoran,  Sister  Dwj-er 

SILVER  ANNIVERSARY 

Another  special  cause  for  rejoicing  on  this 
Happy  Day  Avas  the  celebration  by  two  of  our 
pioneer  sisters  of  the  silver  jnl^)ilee  of  their  re- 
ligious profession  as  Sisters  of  Service.  The 
Silver  Jubilarians  are  Sister  IMargaret  O'Reil'ly 
and  Sister  Ida  Pickup. 
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At  the  usual  Feast  Day  breakfast  following 
the  Profession  Mass  tliese  Sisters  were  presented 
with  a  congratulatory  address  and  a  spiritual 
bouquet.  The  novices  and  postulants  then  sang 
in  their  honour  the  beautiful  motet  "Quid  retri- 
buam,  Domine  ?" 

A  few  days  earlier,  ou  January  6th,  in  our 
mission  at  Camp  Morton,  Sister  Prances  Church 
luid  the  joy  of  celebrating  the  completion  of 
twenty-five  years  in  the  ^Master's  Service. 

We  offer  sincere  good  wishes  to  the  newly- 
professed,  who  are  starting  their  life  of  service, 
and  heartfelt  congratulations  to  those  who  have 
given  twenty-five  year.s  of  loving  service  in  the 
Master's  Vineyard. 


Sister  O'Reilly 


Sister  Pickup 


A  Movie  Star  Defines  True  Beauty 


This  is  an  excerpt  from  the  talk  given  by  Miss 
Irene  Dunne  at  the  Thirtieth  Annual  Breakfast, 
held  at  the  Hotel  Waldorf-Astoria,  Ncav  York 
City. 

"I  do  hope  that  as  I  stand  before  you  that  you 
will  not  look  upon  me  as  a  movie  sitar  but  as  a 
Catholic  woman,  who  looks  upon  you  as  stars  in 
the  firmament  of  the  Church. 

"I  come  from  a  land  of  shadows,  where  an 
alter-ego  is  projected  on  a  screen  to  make  it  ap- 
pear as  real.  But  I  come  to  a  land  of  reality,  or 
better  still,  to  the  reality  of  the  Communion  Rail 
where  I  find  you,  my  true  sisters  in  Christ,  eating 
the  same  Bread,  loving  the  same  Saviour  and  tug- 
ging at  the  same  blue  mantle  of  our  dear  Blessed 
Mother. 

"In  the  Twentieth  Century,  all  women  are  in- 
terested in  glamour  and  in  that  they  are  right. 
But  there  are  two  kinds  of  glamour— the  exter- 
nal and  the  internal.  The  latter  glamour  charac- 
terizes those  who  receive  Communion,  thereby 
giving  a  loveliness  which  fulfills  the  words  of 
scripture,  'The  beauty  of  the  King's  daughter  is 
from  within'.  There  is  no  woman  in  the  world 
who  could  not  have  this  beauty  of  spirit  if  she 
but  willed  it ;  and  I  would  that  all  who  admire  the 
glamour  of  the  movies  could  be  led  to  the  true 


beaut}^  which  makes  all  other  beauty  plain.  No 
woman  is  ever  really  beautiful,  until  she  stops 
trying  to  be  beautiful,  because  all  beauty  is  sim- 
plicity and  naturalness. 

"It  is  very  likely  that  if  we  could  have  seen 
Our  Blessed  Mother  as  she  walked  this  earth,  that 
the  very  last  thing  we  would  have  noticed  about 
her,  would  have  been  her  external  beauty.  The 
inner  grace  of  the  Mystical  Rose  would  have  so 
impressed  us  that  we  would  have  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  the  vase. 

"It  is  interesting  that  Our  Blessed  Lord  once 
reprimanded  a  woman  who  commented  on  the  ex- 
ternal glamour  of  His  Mother.  One  day  while  He 
was  preaching,  this  woman  shouted :  'Blessed  is 
the  womb  which  bore  Thee  and  the  breast  which 
nursed  Thee !'  But  immediately  He  lifted  her  mind 
to  the  realm  of  the  inner  beauty  saying  'Aye! 
Blessed  rather  are  they  who  hear  the  word  of 
God  and  keep  it.' 

"Of  all  my  pictures,  none  ever  did  more  for  me 
personally  than  'I  REMEMBER  MAMA.'  It  was 
a  totally  unpretentious  picture  without  any  props 
of  glamour,  whicli  meant  that  in  order  to  make 
Mama  lovable,  I  had  to  be  lovable  on  the  inside. 
There  was  even  the  handicap  that  had  to  be  ove:- 
Continued  on  page  11 
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Selections  From  Regina  Mail  Bag 


Some  Are  Glad 


Holy  Ambition 

Doar  Sister: — Please,  may  I  have  some  lessons 
like  Joan.  I  will  do  my  very  best  writing  and  will 
try  to  get  the  answers,  I  am  only  in  Grade  IT,  but 
would  like  very  much  to  try  the  Grade  III  les- 
sons if  I  may. 

Too  Old  to  Learn 

Dear  Sister: — Just  a  line  to  let  you  known  that 
I'm  sorry  I  can't  make  Gilbert  do  his  lessons  any 
more.  It's  not  that  he  don't  like  them,  it's  just 
that  lie's  16  now  and  thinks  he  don't  need  to  do 
them.  That's  what  he  said  to  me  when  I  asked  him 
to  do  them.  So  I  didn't  like  to  force  him.  It  makes 
mothers  feel  a  little  hurt  when  children  act  like 
that.  I  just  had  to  let  you  know  Avhy  he  wasn't 
sending  his  lessons  in. 

Appreciation  From  a  Convert 

Dear  Sisters:  — I  am  enclosing  $1.00  in  appre- 
ciation of  the  help  T  have  been  receiving  in  my 
conversion.  I  would  like  to  be  able  to  send  more, 
but  I  know  a  little  helps  your  cause.  I  have  en- 
joyed receiving  the  lessons  from  yoii  and  love  do- 
ing them;  they  really  have  helped  iiie  a  lot. 

Quite  a  while  ago  T  ask(>d  you  Sistei-s  to  pi'ay 
that  my  husband  and  I  would  find  a  nice  home 
for  our  little  family.  I  am  grateful  to  say  that  my 
prayers  have  now  been  answered  and  we  will  soon 
be  on  our  own  farm.  Thank  you  for  helping  by 
your  prayei-s.  1  will  not  forget  your  kindness. 

An  Unfinished  Lesson 

Dear  Sisters: — We  are  sorrj-  to  have  delayed 
these  lessons  as  we  xlid,  but  I  wish  to  explain  in 
this  letter.  My  oldest  sister,  Genevieve,  who  took 
care  to  answer  all  letters  and  lessons  from  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service,  took  sick  about  a  month  ago  and 
passed  away.  Through  this  sadness  I  forgot  all 
about  the  lessons  till  I  noticed  them  imfinished 
the  other  day.  Julia  and  I  have  completed  our 
lessons  and  are  sending  them  in,  but  Genevieve's 
Lessen  15  which  was  uncompleted  I  am  not 
sending  in.    Thank  You. 

Happiest  of  Birthdays 

Dear  Sisters: — I  am  to  be  baptized  tonight  at 
.").30.  T  will  make  my  First  Cominmiion  tomorrow 
iiKU-ning.  1  chose  this  dale,  as  it  is  my  Birthday. 


Some  Are  Sad 


I  am  15  now.  If  you  avouUI  like  a  picture  of  me, 
dear  Sisters.  I  will  be  glad  to  send  you  one  or  tAvo. 

A  Mother's  Appreciation 

Dear  Sisters: — Just  a  note.  I  want  to  thank  yon 
very  ver.y  much  for  all  your  services  in  sending 
lessons  out  to  Wayne  and  Jeanette.  It  has  helped 
them  a  lot,  as  in  winter  it  is  hard  f or  ns  to  get  to 
ehureh.  We  go  to  Spring  Valley  and  that's  six- 
teen mi'les  and  in  winter  the  roads  block  up,  but 
we  always  try  to  make  it  up  in  the  summer  time. 
Thanks  for  sending  them  their  "Certificate  of 
Merit."  It  is  a  lovely  keepsake.  Sorry  the  child- 
ren's lessons  are  late,  but  Wayne  was  in  the  hos- 
jiital  with  ear  trouble  and  had  his  adenoids  out. 

Thanking  yon  again  for  all  your  services  and 
(Jod  bless  you. 

Prize  Winner's  Gratitude 

Dear  Sisters:  — I  am  thanking  you  for  the  won- 
derful prize  1  got.  I  am  sure  it  Avill  be  an  ever- 
lasting remembrance  and  I  hope  to  continue  to 
try  doing  my  best. 

From  a  Mother's  Aching  Heart 

Dear  Sisters- — Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know 
that  Albert  is  not  here  no  more.  He  Avas  electro- 
cuted at  Saskatoon.  He  Avent  there  to  take  a 
mechanic's  course  during  the  summer  holidays. 
I  just  can't  forget  him.  He  died  on  the  11th  of 
June  and  on  the  23rd  he  Avould  be  17  years  old. 
I  just  can't  understand  that  he  had  to  go  to  Sask- 
atoon to  meet  his  death.  All  we  can  do  for  him 
now  is  pray. 

No  Longer  in  Need 

Dear  Sisters : — I  Avish  to  inform  you  that  it  will 
no  longer  be  necessary  to  mail  catechism  lessons 
to  our  children.  We  have  recently  moved  to  the 
City  of  Saskatoon  and  our  boys  are  going  to  St. 
Joseph's  School,  Avhere  they  receiA-e  daily  reli- 
gious instruction  by  Si.sters  and  lay  Catholic 
teachei-s. 

I  Avould  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank 
you  most  sincerely  for  what  you  have  done  for 
our  boys,  in  the  time  and  Avork  spent  on  their 
religious  education.  We  Avonld  also  ask  to  be  re- 
membered in  your  prayers.  AVe  i\eed  so  much  of 
God's  help  in  making  our  Avay  in  our  new  sur- 
roundings and  bringing  up  our  family  according 
to  the  Will  of  the  Lord. 
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A  "Corre-spoiulent" 
Bride  on  her  Wedding  Day 

A  Happy  Bride  is  Grateful 

Dear  Sisters: — Received  your  lovely  wedding 
<rift  of  a  picture  of  The  Holy  Family,  which 
is  a  very  nice  remembrance.  AVhen  I  look  at  it 
now  and  in  the  years  to  come  I'll  always  remem- 
ber how  mnch  you  have  done  for  me.  How  I  liked 
to  receive  the  lessons,  study  and  answer  them. 
My  mother  and  sister  also  read  the  lessons. 

I  hope  you  will  continue  sending  lessons  to 
children,  as  it  is  very  helpful  where  they  are  not 
able  to  attend  Sunday  School  as  such. 

Thanks  for  the  picture,  the  Bible,  the  cross  I 
got  for  a  contest  prize  and  for  the  lessons  yon 
sent  me  for  almost  six  years. 

I'm  enclosing  a  suapshot  taken  on  our  wedding- 
day. 

Vocations,  Too! 

Dear  Sisters: — I  wish  to  extend  to  you  my 
greatest  appreciation  for  the  catechism  kssons 
which  yon  have  sent  me  in  the  past  years.  Since 
I  am  now  attending  the  Convent  it  is  no  longer 
necessary  for  you  to  continue  to  send  them.  The 
lessons  were  all  very  interesting  and  instructive, 
and  I  greatly  enjoyed  doing  e^evy  one  of  them. 

It  will  no  doubt  interest  you  to  know  that  my 
two  older  sisters,  Avho  were  also  at  one  time  3^our 
pupils,  have  entered  the  Order  of  the  Ursiilines 
here  at  St.  Angela's  Convent  and  that  it  is  also 


my  desire  to  become  a  bride  of  Christ  in  this  same 
order. 

Dear  Sisters: — An  envelope  of  lessons  address- 
ed to  my  sister  Dolores  was  received  here  recent- 
ly. I  was  unaware  that  Dolores  had  not  informed 
you  of  her  intentions.  She  entered  the  Convent 
in  Londou  July  2nd — Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  Under 
the  circumstances  I  am  sure  she  would  want  me 
to  thank  you  and  ask  you  to  discontinue  her  les- 
sons. 

THE  HIGH  OFFICE  OF  A  CATECHIST 

Among  the  principal  Avorks  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  we  count  the  Office  of  Catechist.  During 
the  Summer  the  Sisters  go  by  the  highways  and 
byways  to  teach  Catechism  to  the  children  of  the 
countryside.  After  this  period  of  teaching  they 
retire  in  their  convent  and  continue  their  work 
by  a  Catechetical  Correspoiulence  Course.  At  the 
close  of  the  Holy  Year,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
International  Catechetical  Congress,  the  Holy 
Father  stressed  this  important  mission  of  a  Cat- 
ei'hist : 

"Who  nmde  the  Avorld AVho  is  God?  How 
many  Persons  in  God?  Teaching  such  things  to 
children  is  a  very  humble  occupation,  some  peo- 
]'le  say.  The  Pope  does  not  think  so.  When  the 
"International  Catechetical  Congress"  was  held 
in  Rome,  he  made  special  provisions  to  receive 
the  members.  "Some  falsely  judge,"  he  told  the 
catechists,  "that  yours  is  a  lowly  office:  it  is  a 
lofty  woik',  and  it  is  rightly  numbered  among 
the  most  important  of  the  entire  apostolate." 
AVhile  ])i-aising  their  high  office  he  did  not  hes- 
itate to  tell  the  catechists  that  the  truths  of 
faith  will  scarcely  bring  forth  abundant  fruit 
unless  they  are  sowed  in  the  hearts  of  the  chil- 
dren with  completenes.s,  Avith  understanding, 
Avith  energy  and  perseverance.  Defections  from 
the  faith,  he  said,  are  so  often  due  to  lack  of 
Christian  instruction  and  training,  Avhile  most 
men,  Avho  hold  high  offices  in  their  city  or  their 
nation  and  there  find  occasion  to  do  immense 
good  for  .souls,  OAve  their  sturdy  Catholicity  to 
the  teaching  and  personality  of  some  teacher  or 
priest. ' ' 

THE  FIRST  SEMINARY 

"A  truly  Catholic  home  in  which  the  children 
are  taught  by  example  as  Avell  as  preee])t,  to  be 
obedient  and  self-sacrificing,  is  the  first  seminary 
of  eveiy  vocation,"  says  Bishop  McCormack  of 
Hexham  and  Newcastle  in  a  pastoral  letter,  stress- 
ing tiic  need  for  more  pi-iests.  "I  ask  ])arents  also 
1(>  hel|)  l>y  making  theii'  honu's  tiu'  kind  in  which 
tlie  seed  of  a  vocation  may  riourisli  and  grow,'" 
the  Kiiglisli  |)i-elate  states. 


THE  SMALLEU  THE  MIND  THE  EOXGER  IT  TAKKS  TO  .MAKE  VP. 
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A  Visitor  From  Far  Off  Tasmania 


OUR  MOTHER  HOUSE  Avas  honoured  re- 
cently by  a  visit  from  a  most  interesting 
priest.  Father  "Wallis  came  to  us,  on  his 
way  back  from  Rome,  from  far-off  Tasmania, 
which  is  the  most  southern  Province  of  Austra- 
lia. 

This  visit  is  linked  up  with  a  correspondence 
carried  on  over  a  period  of  years.  In  1939  Father 
Wallis  wrote  to  us  asking  if  we  could  send  a  Van 
of  S.O.S.  to  Tasmania.  The  work  in  his  country  is 
similar  to  that  of  the  mission  field  in  Western 
Canada.  As  we  had  no  Sisters  available  to  send 
to  that  far-off  country,  we  suggested  that  he  form 
a  Congregation  of  his  own  along  the  same  lines 
as  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

With  time,  he  did  this,  and  now  he  has  the  nuc- 
leus of  a  Congregation,  known  as  the  Home 
Missionary  Sisters  of  Our  Lady.  As  our  OAvn 
Sisters  go  out  to  the  desolate  prairies,  so  these 
missionaries  go  into  the  bush  or  "out-back"  and 
teach  religion  to  people  living  far  from  ordinary 
religious  influences.  They  have  also  established 
a  Religious  'Correspondence  Course  similar  to  that 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Western  Canada. 

This  new  foundation  gives  great  promise  of 
future  development,  and  there  is  no  doubt  what- 
ever that  these  Sisters  will  offer  a  valuable  con- 
tribution to  the  Church  in  Australia.  What  de- 
lights us  most  perhaps  is  that  the  idea  that  prompt- 
ed the  foundation  of  the  S.O.S.  in  Canada  has 
gone  around  the  world.  We  can  now  look  to  the 
Commonwealth  of  Australia  and  find  there  Sisters 
who  are  related  spiritually  to  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice, following  the  same  ideal  of  life,  doing  the 
same  work  for  most  abandoned  souls — 'We  in  Can- 
ada, they  in  Australia. 

During  his  stay  with  us  Father  Wallis  showed 
us  pictures  of  his  Sisters  at  home  and  at  work.  It 
was  all  very  interesting.  Naturally,  Father  was 
eager  to  gather  all  information  possible  concern- 
ing our  life  and  work.  He  visited  our  Novitiate 
and  had  long  talks  with  Sister  General  and  other 
Sisters,  taking  copious  notes  for  future  refer- 
ence. 

On  the  morning  of  his  departure  Father  offer- 
ed his  Mass,  in  our  Mother  House  Chapel,  for  the 
Sisters  of  Service,  a  gift  sincerely  appreciated 
by  all  who  had  the  privilege  of  being  present. 
In  a  heartfelt  little  talk  at  the  end  of  Mass 
Father  told  us  how  much  he  had  enjoyed  his 
short  visit  with  us  and  encouraged  us  to  keep  on 
our  way  of  service  to  God  and  souls  in  spite  of 
all  difficulties  or  criticisms.  We  were  specially 
touched  by  his  concluding  words:  "May  Mary's 
mantle  shield  you  and  may  God's  grace  be  ever 
with  you"  and  his  promise  to  say  a  Novena  of 


Masses  for  the  Sisters  of  Service  on  his  return 
to  Tasmania. 

Let  us  hope  that  this  visit  will  streiigthen  the 
bond  which  exists  between  the  Missionary  Sisters 
in  Australia  and  in  Canada.  We  wish  all  success 
to  our  Sisters  "down  under."  Our  prayers  are 
Avith  them,  and  let  us  hope  that  they  in  turn  will 
think  of  and  pray  for  their  older  Sisters  in  Can- 
ada. 

HAZARDS  OF  HOME 

When  President  Truman  was  in  St.  Louis  the 
other  day,  a  screen  fell  off  an  upper  window  and 
narrowly  missed  him.  The  dispatch  told  of  police 
with  drawn  guns  and  then  naively  concluded  that 
''it  was  not  known  how  the  screen  came  loose  from 
the  window." 

Any  householder,  around  this  time  of  year, 
knows  there  are  at  least  twenty  ways  in  which 
a  sash  can  come  off  a  window,  especially  during 
the  operation  of  putting  it  on.  On  a  dead  calm 
day  it  is  commonplace  for  a  howling  gust  of  wind 
to  tear  around  the  corner,  removing  not  only  the 
sash  but  its  bearer  to  the  ground.  At  the  moment 
of  impact  Avith  the  earth,  the  deceitful  calm  is 
again  as  sweetly  complete  as  if  it  had  never  been 
broken. 

An  equally  familiar  antic  occurs  Avhen  the  sash, 
Avliich  is  ahvays  a  quarter-inch  Avider  than  Avheu 
it  Avas  taken  doAvn,  has  been  hammered  into  place. 
At  this  moment  it  develops  that  the  clasps  are 
obstinate.  During  the  descent  in  quest  of  the 
hammer.  Avhich  lias  invariably  dropped  to  the 
ground  meauAA-hile,  the  sash  defies  all  laAvs  of 
compression,  and,  sliding  gracefully  and  effort- 
lessly out  of  its  cramped  quarters,  folloAVS  its 
OAvner.  A  final  oddit.y  is  that  no  matter  hoAv 
smooth  the  earth  on  Avhich  it  falls,  it  unerringly 
bumps  into  a  rock  or  other  gross  protuberance 
Avhieh  perforates  the  glass  or  screen. 

If  the  St.  Louis  police  Avere  able  to  see  some- 
thing sinister  in  a  falling  sash,  they  were  dead 
right.  For  sheer  cussedness,  sashes  are  indisput- 
ably Avithout  a  riA'al. 


HITTING  THE  CEILING  Wn^L  NOT  GET  YOU  UP  IN  THE  WORI>D. 


APRIL,  1951 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


7 


"School  Days"  Are  Different  in  1951! 


WHO  WOULDN'T  Avaiit   to  attend  school 
now-a-daj'S,  with  all  the  interesting  and 
challenging  methods  used  to  present  sub- 
ject material? 

Art  used  to  be  a  staid  subject,  hated  by  most 
pupils,  who  felt  they  had  no  artistic  talent.  For- 
mal lessons  were  laborious  and  the  results  usual- 
ly disastrous  except  for  the  happy  few  talented 
in  that  direction.  But  the  modern  courses  are 
presented  in  such  a  way  that  every  pupil  has  an 
opportunity  to  derive  pleasure  aud  produce  a 
pleasing  effect.  Creativeness  and  originality  are 
stressed,  and  the  resulting  enthusiasm  is  sur- 
prising. 

The  Ry croft  Grade  IX  students  have  shown 
an  overwhelming  interest  in  art  classes.  Before 
Christmas  a  successful  Art  Display  was  held. 
The  fundamentals  of  design,  created  in  orginal 
arrangements  using  coloured  paper,  were  exhib- 
ited. The  results  were  amazing.  A  few  tries  in 
formal  persi^eetive  produced  some  excellent 
pieces  of  work.  Each  student  did  a  corner  of  a 
room  in  his  own  home.  The  art  of  lettering  had 
been  studied  and  a  practical  application  was 
made  by  printing  a  motto  or  verse  in  Gothic  let- 
tering. 

Perhaps  the  greatest  excitement  prevailed 
when  crafts  were  introduced.  Leather  tooling 
attracted  a  great  number  and  the  finished  ar-' 
tides  were  woi'thy  of  much  prai'se.  Each  student 
began  with  a  piece  of  natural  leather,  tooled  his 
design  (in  some  cases  an  orginal  one,)  dyed  the 
leather,  laced  the  article  and  put  on  the  neces- 
sary snaps  and  rivets.  Sister  Superior,  who  stim- 
ulated the  idea  of  leather  tooling,  was  delight- 
ed with  the  knife  sheaths,  key  cases,  change  pur- 
ses and  bookmarks  which  Avere  shown.  Interest 
ran  so  high  that  many  are  now  attempting  belts 
and  bill  folds. 

Figurines  from  molding  plaster  were  exper- 
imented with.  These  were  painted  in  water  col- 
ours and  shellacked.  The  crib  scenes  displayed 
were  unique,  each  with  an  orginal  background. 
Colonial  ladies,  squirrels,  collie  dogs  and  In- 
dians were  also  plentiful. 

Two  imitation  stained  glass  windows  were  al- 
so attempted.  White  paper  from  the  drug  store 
was  used.  The  design,  drawn  with  pencil,  was 
illuminated  with  tempera  colours.  Linseed  oil 
was  rubbed  on  the  back  of  the  finished  product 
to  give  the  effects  of  transparency.  This  paper 
was  put  over  the  classroom  window  Avith  thumb 
tacks  and  Scotch  tape.  Each  window  was  a  Ma- 
donna and  Child,  but  each  different.  The  effect 
was  most  gratifying.  A  Resurrection  scene  is 

BE  FAITHFlTi  IN  LITTLE  THINGS,  NOT  OUT 


Grade  XI  Art  Exhibit,  Rjcroft 

being  attempted  at  the  present  time  and  profit- 
ing by  the  first  experience,  this  latter  should 
show  an  advancement  in  technique. 

Effective  posters  were  made  to  advertise  a 
Candy  and  Popcorn  Sale.  Each  member  of  the 
cla.ss  used  his  own  initiative  for  his  poster.  The 
finished  Avork  Avas  displayed  on  the  classroom 
Avails  and  the  students  themselves  learned  much 
from  judging  them.  Tliose  selected  as  best  from 
a  poster  standpoint  were  placed  in  prominent 
])]accs  throughout  tlie  school.  Many  favourable 
comments  were  made  by  visitors. 

Paper  sculpturing  and  finger  painting  are  on 
the  agenda  for  future  Avork,  as  Avell  as  Roman 
and  Text  lettering. 

AVouldn't  you  like  to  take  art  these  days? 
Teacher  and  pupils  both  gain  a  better  unckr- 
standing  of  each  other,  and  social,  co-operative 
spirit  is  developed  in  the  classroom.  Speaking 
from  the  teacher's  viewpoint,  I  look  forAvard  to 
art  periods ! 

They  Also  Serve  Who  Give 

There  are  many  who  have  not  the  supreme 
joy  of  hearing  the  Master  call  them  to  folloAv 
Him  in  the  ranks  of  the  priesthood.  There  are 
many  parents  Avho  are  deprived  of  the  heavenly 
happiness  of  having  one  of  their  sons  chosen  bv 
God. 

Yet  in  a  measure  that  joy— that  happiness 
may  be  theirs  by  helping  those  Avhom  God  has 
called.  It  may  be  your  contribution  that  has  en- 
abled some  young  man  to  advance  to  the  altar  of 
the  priesthood. 

To  serve  God  is  the  vocation  of  the  priest,  but 
they  also  serve  Avho  give. 

OF  31ETIOULOUSNE.SS,  RUT  OUT  OF  L()>  E. 
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S.O.S.  Celebrate  25  Years  of  Service 
in  Winnipeg  —  1926  -  1951 


Sister  Cimrch,  first  Superior  at  Winnii)eg,  celebrating  her  Silver  Jubilee  with  some 
of  the  "girls"  of  twenty-five  years  ago. 


TWENTY-FIVE  years  ago  in  our  issue  of 
July  1926  the  following  item  appeared : 
"The  new  C.W.L.  Hostel  was  formally  open- 
ed by  His  Grace  the  Archbishop  of  AVinnipeg  on 
April  12th.  Already  some  girls  have  taken  up 
their  quarters  in  the  new  hostel  which  promises 
to  provide  a  home  for  those  whose  homes  are  far 
away."  About  a  week  previous  to  this  official 
opening,  Sister  Frances  Church,  from  Toronto  and 
Sister  Agnes  Brunning,  from  Camp  Morton  had 
met  in  Winnipeg  to  open  the  third  hostel  or  re- 
sidential club  in  the  chain  of  homes  for  girls 
which  was  soon  to  stretch  across  country — from 
Halifax  to  Vancouver. 

That  was  April  1926.  Today,  as  we  plan  to  cel- 
ebrate our  Silver  Jubilee  in  Winnipeg  we  are  hap- 
py to  tell  you  that  His  Grace  the  Coadjutor 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg  will  celebrate  IMass  in 
our  chapel  in  thanksgiving  for  the  many  graces 
and  blessings  bestowed  on  us  over  the  last  quar- 
ter of  a  century. 

In  the  early  days  in  Winnipeg  tin;  house  was 
a  haven  for  the  many  overseas  girls  who  looked 


to  the  hostel  as  a  place  to  stay  until  employment 
could  be  found.  Our  recreation  room  was  the 
briglit  spot  to  which  these  hundreds  of  girls  turn- 
ed when  they  had  free  time.  It  was  to  the  Club 
that  a  girl,  a  stranger  in  a  strange  land,  turned 
for  advice  and  help  when  her  need  was  greatest. 

Time  passed.  The  preventative  work  of  the 
Club  continued.  The  years  of  depression  came. 
To  many  girls  the  Club  was  indeed  "a  friend  in 
need."  The  work  of  encouragement  went  on  stead- 
ily. During  the  war  years,  trying  years  of  rations 
and  broken  shifts,  every  available  corner  was 
used  to  accommodate  girls  doing  essential  war 
work. 

With  the  cessation  of  hostilites  the  tide  of  im- 
migration brought  .  New  Canadians  in  large  num- 
bers to  our  country.  Although  the  Goverment 
scheme  by  which  many  of  them  were  brought  to 
our  land  assured  them  of  employment,  tlierc  Avas 
still  the  language  barrier,  added  to  the  terrible 
loneliness  of  these  young  girls  when  they  thought 
of  tiieir  home  land  and  the  dear  ones  left  behind. 
To  help  thes^  new  Canadians  by  kindness  and 
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mulerstanding-,  the  Sisters  of  Service  across  Can- 
ada took  up  the  call  and  again,  as  during  tlie  pre- 
vious immigration  period,  our  Clubs  became 
centres  where  groups  might  meet  until  they  found 
friends  among  their  own  people.  Winnipeg,  be- 
cause of  its  geographical  position,  was  a  stopping- 
off  place,  a  place  which  provided  numerous 
opportunities  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  man}-. 

A  lot  of  water  has  gone  under  the  bridges  of 
Winnipeg  in  25  years — and  some  floods.  Many 
names  in  many  languages  have  been  registered  at 
the  hostel.  A  great,  if  quiet,  work  has  prospered 
for  God  and  country.  As  a  convent  62  Ilargrave 
Street  has  been  a  precious  corner  in  the  Lord's 
vineyard.  As  a  home  for  girls  God's  love  has  been 
made  manifest  in  training  citizens  for  heaven 
who  as  a  consequence  are  more  worthy  citizens 
of  our  country. 

With  that  characteristic  desire  of  human  kind 
to  see  results,  we  often  wonder  whether  the  work 
in  the  Clubs  is  bearing  fruit.  Recently  we  were 
given  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  some  fruit  from 
the  twenty-five  silver  years  of  activity  in  Winni- 
peg Hostel.  On  January  20  of  this  year,  a  group 
of  twenty  former  girls,  with  Reverend  Father  J. 
A.  Webb  and  Reverend  Father  P.  Ilolloway,  as- 
sembled in  our  recreation  rooms  to  honour  Sister 
Church,  the  first  superior  of  the  mission.  A  few 
days  earlier,  on  Jauuarj'  6th.  Sister  had  the  hap- 
piness of  celebrating  her  silver  jubilee  of  relig- 
ious profession  as  a  Sister  of  Service.  It  was  a 
gay  gathering,  The  "old  girls"  who  arrived  in 
Canada  from  the  Old  Country  in  1926,  talked 
over  those  days  of  long  ago  and  sang  again  the 
songs  they  sang  when  the  hostel  was  their  only 
home  in  a  new  country.  Nearly  all  of  those  first 
girls  are  married ;  several  are  grandmothers. 
The  point  we  wish  to  stress  is  that  these  girls 
have  made  good  homes,  they  have  sent  their 
children  to  Catholic  Schools,  they  have  become 
what  we  hoped  they  would  become  when  Can- 
ada opened  her  doors  to  immigration — good  cit- 
izens. 

We  wish  to  pay  tribute  to  the  superiors  whose 
zeal  and  guidance  have  been  an  in.spiration  to  all 
-  who  have  worked  in  the  Club  over  the  years.  To 
Sister  Church,  Sister  Fitzgerald,  Sister  Char- 
trand  and  Sister  Fitzmauriee  we  say:  "God  bless 
you,  Mary  keep  you." 


Can  T,  or  can  I  not  overcome  myself?  Can  I 
restrain  myself  in  little  things?  I  have  great  am- 
bitions, I  aspire  to  great  and  generous  sacrifices. 
I  want  to  suffer  for  n:y  Master,  to  carry  the 
Cross  with  Him — but  I  cannot  do  the  sim])lest 
little  thing.  I  aspire  to  give  Ilim  my  life,  but  not 
"this  slice  of  meat",  or  something  just  as  trivial. 


PATRONESS  OF  EMIGRANTS 

His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII  has  proclaimed  St. 
Francis  Xavier  Cabrini  patron  saint  of  emi- 
grants. Mother  Cabrini,  a  native  of  Italy,  died 
in  Chicago  in  1917  after  devoting  most  of  her 
life  to  helping  poor  Italian  immigrants  in  the 
United  States  and  the  Americas. 

This  proclamation  of  Our  Holy  Father  is  of 
special  interest  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  who 
have  always  regarded  assistance  to  immigrants 
a.s  one  of  the  principal  activities  in  their  work 
as  Home  Missionaries. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  a  custom  of  choos- 
ing each  December  a  saint  who  will  give  special 
protection  and  receive  particular  honour  during 
the  coming  year.  The  names  of  several  saints  are 
typed  on  slips  of  paper  and  from  this  collection 
one  name  is  drawn.  By  a  happy  coincidence  the 
saint  drawn  for  1951  was  St.  Frances  Cabrini. 
This  was  a  choice  very  pleasing  to  all,  as  this 
year  will  probably  see  much  activity  on  behalf 
of  immigrants  in  many  S.O.S.  houses  and  at  the 
ports  of  entry. 


MEMORIES  THAT  BLESS  AND  BURN 

One  of  onr  little  Western  missions  at  the  pres- 
ent time  is  jirivileged  to  have  as  pastor  a  priest 
who  sptnt  some  years  in  a  German  concentration 
camp.  In  his  sermon  at  IMidnight  Mass  last  Christ- 
mas Father  recalled  one  of  his  Christmases  in 
the  camp.  He  described  how  he  had  celebrated 
Holy  Mass  in  the  stillness  of  the  night,  with  a 
stool  for  an  altar  and  a  handkerchief  for  altar 
cloth.  The  faithful  assisted  lying  in  their  beds, 
for  fear  of  detection,  and  when  it  Avas  time  to 
administer  'Communion  he  passed  from  bed  to 
bed.  As  there  was  only  one  altar  bread;  not  all 
could  commimicate ;  some  had  to  be  content  with 
kissing  the  Sacred  Host.  Father  ended  this  touch- 
ing story  by  saying  it  is  a  memory  that  will  last 
with  him  forever,  but  it  Avas  a  Christmas  that 
brought  to  him  great  graces ! 


MIK1>S,  LIKE  PARACHUTES,  FUNCTION  ONLY  AVHEN  OPEN. 
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Roving  Report  on  Peace  River  Activities 

What  We  Are  Doing  — ^  And  What  We  Hope  To  Do! 


Catechism  Class 

yi.ster:  "God  knows  all  thiii<^s,  God  sees  all 

things,  God  can  do  all  things." 
Jimmy  (aged  five-)  "Can  God  see  tlie  potatoes 

I  ate  for  dinner?'' 

Sister :  "Where  do  babies  go  who  die  without 

baptism?" 
Johnny :  "To  Lumbago." 

Sister:  "Say  the  "Our  Father." 
Mary :  "Our  Father  Who  art  in  Heaven,  Hall- 
owe'en be  Thy  'Name." 

Our  Washing  Machine 

Sang  its  swan  song  last  Monday  just  as  the 
first  load  was  ready  for  "churning."  The  poor 
thing  should  have  been  pensioned  off  long  ago, 
but  with  grim  determination  it  worked  to  the 
last. 

Its  age  was  unknown,  its  make  obsolete.  It  was 
in  the  house  when  we  arrived  and  it  Avas  thought 
that  it  had  not  been  used  for  several  years.  Hence 
its  poor  old  "joints"  were  stiff.  And  regardless  of 
the  amount  of  oil  we  poured  into  it,  they  refused 
to  limber  up.  So  on  Monday  it  decided  its  life 
work  was  done  and  with  a  "sputter  and  a  chug" 
it  stopped— never  to  go  again. 

Attention,  friends!  One  hundred  and  fifty  dol- 
lars would  buy  us  a  washing  machine !  But,  our 
present  earnings  (music  lessons)  net  $35.00 
monthly!  How  could  we  ever  afford  to  buy  one? 
However,  with  so  much  apostolic  work  to  be  done 
and  only  two  of  us  to  accomplish  it — a  washing 
machine  is  almost  a  "must"  if  time  and  energy 
are  to  be  saved  for  labouring  in  His  Vineyard. 

Kind  reader,  are  you  an  interested,  generous 
and  mission-minded  friend  ? 

Religion 

Approximately  70  children  are  receiving  week- 
ly religious  instructions.  There  are  three  classes 
for  the  town  children  and  correspondence 
courses  for  the  children  on  the  missions.  There 
are  four  missions  attached  to  this  parish. 

The  good  prayers  of  our  many  friends  are 
bearing  fruit.  The  attendance  at  Sunday  Mass 
is  improving.  A  family  of  three  children  (par- 
ents negligent  Catholics)  was  recently  baptized 
and  several  lax  Catholics  are  becoming  inter- 
ested. 

Please  contiiuie  praying.  AVe  need  that  power 
house  on  which  to  draw ! 


Pictures 

Poor  Sister  Editor  has  asked  for  pictures  from 
our  mission.  Neither  of  us  can  boast  of  being 
artistic,  and  Ave  haA-e  no  camera !  Our  parish 
priest  did  have  one,  but  it,  like  the  Avashing 
machine,  decided  it  had  done  enough  and  silentlj- 
closed  its  "shutters"  in  the  midst  of  a  "roll." 

Too  bad,  sister.  When  our  ship  comes  in  we'll 
get  a  camera.  Did  Ave  hear  you  say :  "Yes,  Avhen !" 

Library 

We  are  commencing  a  children's  library.  We 
have  already  receiA-ed  some  suitable  books  and 
Ave  are  open  for  more  donations.  We  Avould  ap- 
preciate Catholic  story  books  suitable  for  chil- 
dren betAveen  the  ages  of  seven  and  sixteen  years. 

Is  your  bookcase  becoming  overcroAvded?  Our 
address  is:  Box  186,  Peace  River,  Alberta. 

Hospital  Notes 

Our  Blessed  Mother  and  St.  Gerard  take  a 
boAV !  The  consultation  is  over  and  the  verdict  is 
passed.  The  only  solution  is  a  Caesarian — so  saA' 
the  doctors.  The  time  is  set  for  the  folloAving 
morning  Avhieh  is  Saturday,  Our  Blessed  Mother's 
Day.  Mrs.  M.  is  given  a  medal  of  St.  Gerard. 
She  goes  to  Confession  and  Father  promises  to 
say  Mass  for  her. 

About  9  a.m.  we  phone  the  Hospital  for  ncAvs. 
We  are  told  that  Mrs.  M.  is  fine  and  has  a  lovely 
baby  girl.  The  nurse  continues:  "And,  Sister, 
miTch  to  our  surprise  Mrs.  M.  had  a  normal  de- 
livery." 

It  Avas  no  surprise  to  us ! 

It  Avas  8.30  p.m.  Avhen  Father  came  to  the 
house.  He  had  just  returned  from  the  Hospital. 
Mr.  C,  a  Metis  77  years  of  age,  AA-as  considered 
in  a  serious  condition.  Father  is  going  to  take 
him  Holy  Viaticum  and  anoint  him.  The  hos- 
pital is  a  municipal  one.  so  Father  asked  if  Ave 
Avould  accompany  him,  no  doubt  to  supply  a 
little  Catholic  atmosphere.  What  an  honour  to 
travel  Avith  Our  Blessed  Lord  ! 

The  patients  are  being  settled  for  the  night. 
A  nurse  has  xery  kindly  screened  our  patient. 
Mr.  C.  has  difficulty  breathing  Avhen  lying  doAvn 
so,  as  usual,  Ave  found  him  sitting  "Indian  fash- 
io)i"  in  the  centre  of  his  bed  saying  his  rosary. 
Sister  prepared  the  table  and  ^fter  'Mr.  C.  had 
received  Holy  Viaticum  Father  proceeded  to  ad- 
minister Extreme  Unction.  A  slight  delay  oc- 
curred before  the  anointing  of  the  feet  AA-hen  Mr. 
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C.  experienced  a  little  difficulty  in  getting  his 
feet  from  under  him.  Before  we  kft  the  patient 
shook  hands  with  each  one  of  us,  thanking  us 
profusely  and  promising  us  a  remembrance  in  his 
prayers. 

Parish  Visiting 

We  introduce  ourselves  to  Mrs.  D.  who  almost 
immediately  begins  talking  about  her  family. 
Hers  was  a  mixed  marriage.  She  had  become  lax 
and  then  fallen  away  completely.  Her  children 
are  all  married  outside  the  Church.  Her  husband 
is  dead  and  she  is  well  on  in  years.  We  can  see 
that  there  is  still  a  spark  of  Faith,  for  suddenly 
she  says-  "I  was  very  very  sick  a  couple  of  weeks 
ago  and  I  was  afraid  I  was  going  to  die.  I  must 
see  the  priest  and  make  my  Easter  Duty  this 
year." 

A  similar  story  to  this  is  repeated  in  almost 
every  second  or  third  home  we  visit.  The  mere 
sight  of  the  Priest  or  Sisters  seems  to  awaken 
their  consciences,  so  we  hope  that  by  repeating 
our  visits  they  will  finally  be  sufficiently  aroused 
to  be  obliged  to  act. 

A  MOVIE  STAR  DEFINES  TRUE  BEAUTY 

(Continued  from  Page  3) 

come  in  the  sense  that  I  had  to  put  on  weight,  ami 
if  there  is  anything  a  woman  loves,  it  is  to  be 
weighed  and  found  Avauting.  Powder  and  lipstick 
were  even  denied  me.  I  realized  that  I  had  Xo 
'make-up'  from  within  what  was  wanting  from 
without. 

"One  night  coming  home  from  the  studio,  J 
said  to  myself,  'No  Avoman  is  really  beautiful,  it 
she  needs  more  than  two  things  outside  of  grace 
to  make  her  beautiful — soap  and  water !' 

"I  wonder  then  if  it  is  really  not  our  bodies 
and  our  faces  which  make  us  seem  less  beautiful 
than  we  are — Ave  Avho  have  been  to  Communion. 
May  I  conclude  Avith  a  prayerful  petition  that  1 
may  have  glamour  as  you  have  glamour ;  be  lovely 
as  you  are  lovely ;  beautiful  as  you  are  beautiful 
in  grace  and  above  all  that  I  may  be  a  star  as  you 
are  a  star  in  the  oroAvn  of  ]\Iary.  For  those  stars 
Avill  never  lose  their  brightness  or  their  glamour 
in  time  or  eternity  Avith  God." 


SINNETT  STUDENT  WINS  DISTINCTION 


Mary  Paproski 

Mary  Paproski,  Grade  XI  student  in  the  Con- 
tinuation School  eonducted  by  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice in  Sinnett,  has  the  honour  of  being  one  of 
three  girls  chosen  from  the  Province  of  Saskat- 
chewan to  benefit  by  the  Weston  British  Tour 
for  Canadian  girls.  Marilyn  Rogerson,  of  Regina 
and  Violet  Stratyehuk  of  Canora  are  the  other 
tAvo  representatives  for  the  Province. 

A  tour  of  the  United  Kingdom,  with  all  expen- 
ses paid,  has  been  arranged  under  the  sponsor- 
ship of  Garfield  Weston,  a  former  British  mem- 
ber of  Parliament,  in  co-operation  Avitli  the  Can- 
adian Education  Association,  for  50  Canadian 
girls  during  the  summer  of  1951.  The  purpose  of 
the  tour  is  to  promote  better  knoAvledge  of  the 
United  Kingdom  among  the  young  people  of 
Canada,  and  at  the  same  time  to  promote  a  sense 
of  Canadian  unity  through  the  knowledge  of  each 
other  gained  by  young  people  from  different 
parts  of  Canada. 

To  be  eligible  for  the  tour,  representatives  were 
required  to  be  betAveen  the  ages  of  16  and  18,  to 
be  in  good  health  and  have  the  consent  of  their 
parents  or  guardians.  Personality  requirements 
Avere  high,  including  a  sense  of  responsibility, 
adaptability  and  ahility  to  get  on  Avith  a  group, 
general  altertness  of  mind,  pleasing  appearance, 
adequate  poise  and  deportment,  ability  to  speak 
before  classmates  or  adult  groups,  spirit  of  en- 
thusiasm. 

Marie  Paproski,  oiu-  Sinnett  representative, 
stood  first  in  Grade  XI  at  Loyola  School,  and 
her  teacher  is  Sister  M.  Barton.  Marie  plans  to 
attend  UniA'crsity  and  become  a  teacher. 
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Vancouver  Newslets 


Forty  Hours 

On  the  beautiful  feast  of  St.  Agnes,  the  Forty 
lloui's  Devotion  began  in  our  Chapel.  The  open- 
ing- High  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Reverend  Father 
McMahon,  C.Ss.R.,  and  sung  by  the  Club  Choir 
composed  of  Sisters  and  girls.  A  spirit  of  prayer 
and  reverence  permeated  the  atmosphere  of  the 
house.  The  usual  gay  banter  of  lively  young  girls 
was  hushed,  and  subdued  young  ladies  quietly 
took  their  turn  in  adoration  before  the  white  and 
gold  altar. 

Former  residents  and  friends  of  the  Club,  tak- 
ing advantage  of  the  opportunity,  visited  our 
Divine  Guest,  enthroned  amid  a  profusion  of  yel- 
low mums  and  soft  candlelight.  Then  they  renewed 
acquaintance  with  the  Sisters  and  the  girls 
now  in  residence.  Several  boys  from  our  Parisii 
C.Y.O.  made  visits  to  the  Chapel  and  three  of 
them  served  as  acolytes. 

The  closing  exercises  v.'ere  conducted  bv  Rev- 
erend Father  O'Reilly,  C.Ss.R. 

D.P.  Doings 

Every  Thursday  evening,  tiie  New  Canadians 
gather  in  our  Club  rooms  to  visit  and  recreate. 
A  programme  is  planned  each  week  including 
movies,  niusicales,  sing-songs.  Bingo  parties. 

Christmas  Eve  a  traditional  Polish  supper  was 
served  and  enjoyed  by  the  boys  and  girls  of  dif- 
ferent nationalities  who  participated.  It  was 
heart-warming  to  hear  the  familiar  Christmas 
carols  sung  in  various  tongues;  to  see  the  joyous 
surprise  of  all  as  they  gathered  about  the  Christ- 
mas tree  to  receive  their  presents;  to  hear  the 
cheei'ful  greetings  as  these  young  pc()])le  went 
off  to  Midnight  .Mass. 

Christmas  Day  was  celebrated  in  traditional 
Canadian  style  with  a  turkey  diinier  complete 
with  all  the  trimmings.  For  some  of  those  pres- 
ent, it  was  their  first  Canadian  Christmas  and 
they  were  grateful  for  the  home-like  celebration 
which  filled  a  crying  need  in  tlieir  hearts  for 
home. 

For  the  past  three  years,  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  and  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  held  a 
Christmas  Party  for  New  Canadians  in  Holy  Ros- 
arv  Hall.    One  of  the  highlights  of  this  year's 


party  was  the  presentation  of  a  sterling  silver 
Maple  Leaf  lapel  pin  to  Mrs.  George  Ewanisky, 
the  first .  girl  to  receive  Canadian  Citizenship. 
The  presentation  was  made  by  Dr.  W.  G.  Black, 
liaison  officer  for  the  Department  of  Citizenship 
who  spoke  highly  of  the  work  done  so  whole- 
heartedly for  the  New  Canadians  by  the  Sisters 
of  Service. 

The  New  Year  Frolic  was  held  in  Sts.  Peter 
and  Paul  Parish  Llall  which  was  decorated  in  a 
maimer  befitting  the  auspicious  occasion.  Among 
the  200  guests  present  were:  Right  Reverend  T. 
M.  Nichol,  D.P.,  V.G. ;  Italian  Consul  Italo  Rader 
and  Mrs.  Rader;  Dr.  W.  G.  Black,  Department  of 
Citizenship ;  Mrs.  Wm.  Cashion,  Diocesan  Presi- 
dent of  the  Catholic  Women's  League;  Leu 
Levy,  President  of  the  Archdiocesan  C.Y.O. ;  Rev. 
F.  Kosakiewicz,  O.M.I.,  Pastor  of  St.  Casimir's 
Polish  Parish  and  Rev.  J.  Burns,  O.M.I..  Chap- 
lain of  St.  Augustine's  C.Y.O. 

Fireside  Club  Gets  Going 

In  a  former  issue  we  reported  the  organization 
of  a  Fireside  Club  by  the  Polish  girls,  and  inti- 
mated at  that  time  that  .you  would  be  hearing 
more  from  us.  Well,  here  it  is.  .  .  .  So  many  of  the 
girls  married  that  the  membership  dwindled. 
A  meeting  was  called  in  January  at  which  a  mo- 
tion was  made  that  Polish  young  men  be  allowed 
to  join  the  group.  Action  followed  decision.  A 
new  Constitution  was  adopted  based  on  the  Cath- 
olic Polish  Youth  Society;  a  neAV  Executive  was 
elected  and  plans  laid  for  future  activities. 

The  first  of  the.se  activities  was  a  pre-Lenten 
Social  held  in  our  Club-rooms.  The  color  scheme 
was  Polish — red  and  white — and  two  of  the 
young  ladies  dressed  in  their  national  costinne 
gi'eeted  the  gue.sts,  pinning  on  them  red-and- 
white  boutonnieres.  Mountains  of  doughnuts  were 
con.s'umed  in  the  eager  search  for  markers  which 
the  finder  presented,  paid  the  forfeit — a  song, 
dance  or  recitation — and  received  a  pi'ize.  Hu- 
mourous monologues  were  given  by  the  President, 
]\Iiss  Ilalina  Maczynska,  to  the  intense  amuse- 
ment of  the  oO  guests  present.  All  too  swiftly  the 
evening  drew  to  a  close  with  more  regret  than 
usual  because  it  would  be  six  week's  before  an- 
other such  happy  gathering  could  be  arranged. 


THY  KINGDOM  COWL 
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Current  Events  at  No.  4  Wellesley 


THEY  SAY  "live   wires  cany   a  current" 
and  so  we  must  be  very  much  alive  for  the 
current  has  been  tui'ued  on  constantly  since 
we  last  told  you  of  our  doings  at  No.  4. 

Festal  Celebrations 

We  trust  you,  too,  enjoyed  the  blessings  of  a 
hapjiy  Christmas.  Several  of  the  girls  went  to 
their  homes  or  to  relatives  and  friends  so  that 
only  fourteen  remained  with  us  for  the  Feast.  We 
had  the  privilege  of  assisting  at  the  Christmas 
Masses  starting  at  Midnight  in  our  Mother  House 
chapel,  after  wliich  the  usual  festive  breakfast 
was  served. 

On  Xew  Year's  Eve  we  again  assisted  at  the 
Mass  of  Reparation  and  Holy  Hour  at  the  Moth- 
er House. 

Each  year  at  this  time  we  have  a  turkey  din- 
ner to  Avhich  the  girls  in  Residence  may  invite 
their  friends.  This  year  it  took  place  on  January 
Ttli  and  was  followed  by  dancing  and  a  social 
evening.  It  was  a  very  busy  evening  and  a  very 
successful  one  judging  hy  numbers  and  gaiety. 

Of  course  ties  once  strongly  made  are  seldom 
broken  so  on  the  following  Sunday  our  club  room, 
dining  room  and  halls  were  crowded  witli  our 
married  girls,  The  Madonnas,  who  came  to  enjoy 
a  turkey  dinner  and  a  reunion  in  the  form  of  a 
social  evening.  It  was  grand  to  welcome  these 
Club  Members  to  their  old  "home''  again. 

A  Bow  to  St.  "Valentine 

St.  Valentine's  Day  could  not  pass  without 
visible  heart  throbs.  A  Valentine  dinner  was 
served  and  again  the  reception  room  took  on  the 
spirit  of  gaiety.  A  successful  party  was  held  on 
Sunday  evening  by  the  residents  and  their  many 
friends. 

Communion  Breakfasts 

For  some  time  now  it  has  been  our  custom  to 
Iiave  a  Communion  Breakfast  on  the  first  Sun- 
day of  each  month.  The  first  Sunday  of  the  'Ne^y 
Year  was  dedicated  to  The  Holy  Family.  The 
evening  before  the  tables  were  taken  from  the 
dining  room,  arranged  in  tlie  reception  room 
and  covered  with  the  best  linen  cloths,  flowers, 
candles,  rouchings,  etc.  Next  morning  Holy  Mass 
was  celebrated  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  IMother 
House  Chapel  following  which  Miss  Margaret 
Cronin,  representative  of  the  Lay  Retreat  Move- 
ment gave  an  interesting  account  of  the  organiza- 
tion and  growth  of  the  Women's  Lay  Retreat 
Association.  The  result  was  that  a  group  of  the 
girls  asked  for  accommodation  to  make  a  closed 

CHARITY  FOR  THE  MISSIONS  SURPASSES  EVERY  OTHKK  WORK  OF  (  H.AHI  1^  . 


week-end  retreat  at  Marian  Hall,  March  30  to 
April  1st.  Miss  Marguerite  Murphy  introduced 
the  speaker,  and  Miss  Eva  Salem  thanked  Miss 
Cronin  on  behalf  of  the  Sisters  and  girls. 

On  February  4th  we  had  the  privilege  of  hav- 
ing Father  T.  WaLsh,  S.J.,  director  in  Canada 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  Radio  Program,  as  guest 
speaker.  Father  spoke  on  "Personal  devotion  to 
the  Angels"  and  Avarmed  anew  our  devotion  and 
loving  reverence  for  the  amba.ssador  that  God 
has  assigned  to  each  of  us.  Father  also  told  of 
the  growth  and  spread  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Pro- 
gram and  of  the  mail  he  receives  from  those  who 
liave  been  encouraged  and  comforted  by  listening 
in  to  these  broadcasts.  The  results  are  iiiost 
heartening  to  those  who  are  devoting  prayer, 
energy,  time  and  mone.y  to  this  work  of  making 
known  the  love  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  His 
children  throughout  the  world. 

On  the  first  Sunday  of  March,  the  guest  speak- 
er at  the  Communion  Breakfast  was  Miss  Reta 
Patenaude,  a  teacher  for  the  National  Institute 
for  the  Blind  v.-ho  spoke  to  the  Club  Members  on 
"The  Vocation  of  the  Working  Girls"  and  stress- 
ed the  fact  that  it  was  our  duty  as  Christians  and 
especially  as  members  of  the  Mj^stical  Body  to 
radiate  Christ  to  all  with  whom  we  come  in  con- 
tact. She  enlarged  on  this  philo'sophy  so  well  and 
so  beautifully  that  each  listener  determined  to 
be  a  "radiater  of  Christ"  in  her  daily  life.  "Ex- 
ample is  everything,"  said  ]\Iiss  Patenaude. 

Miss  ^largaret  Se-ward  introduced  the  speaker 
and  Miss  j\fona  Welsh  expressed  the  vote  of 
thanks. 


14 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


APRIL,  1951 


His  Night  Out 

A  Club  Girl  Remembers  The  Story 


THERE  were  many  volunteers  to  help  with 
the  dishes  in  the  pantry  that  evening,  so 
I  went  clown  to  the  kitchen  to  lend  a  hand 
with  pots  and  pans.  They  seemed  biggea-  and 
heavier  and  more  of  them  than  usual,  so  we  were 
a  little  late  getting  to  ehapel  for  the  Rosary ;  not 
too  late,  only  about  the  third  decade.  The  girls 
must  have  felt  like  praying  that  night.  The  chapel 
was  full,  and  the  ones  who  liked  to  sit  on  their 
heels  where  the  Sisters  couldn't  see  them  and  the 
ones  who  came  late,  knelt  in  the  doorway. 

Wlien  prayers  were  over  and  we  crowded  out 
down  the  hall,  I  noticed  a  thin,  old  gentleman 
sitting  by  the  pamphlet  rack,  knees  apart,  rest- 
ing on  his  cane,  which  was  propped  firmly  be- 
tween his  feet.  lie  must  have  thought  "school 
was  out",  for  his  neat  little  beard  twitched  up 
and  down  nervously  when  he  saw  the  tlirong  of 
girls  headed  straight  for  him. 

tSister  prepared  a  supper  tray  for  him  and 
Sister  F.  tele])lioned  evorywliere  she  could  think 
of  in  search  of  a  room  for  him,  but  notliing  was 
available.  So  the  old  man  was  ushered  into  tlie 
reading-room— that  big,  oak  I'oom  next  to  the 
chapel,  and  given  his  supper. 

I  went  down  to  the  Catholic  Sailors'  Club  with 
some  twenty  other  girls  from  the  house.  Sister 
Superior  promised  the  chaplain  there  that  at  least 
twenty  of  us  would  go  as  hostesses  one  night  a 
week.  Some  nights  it  was  real  fun,  but  other 
nights  it  was  downright  work  and  rather  sick- 
ening, especially  if  you  had  to  pass  up  a  good 
date  for  this  particular  kind  of  Catholic  Action. 
The  Superior  was  quite  keen  on  it.  though. 

On  our  way  home  we  stopped  at  the  "Tower'' 
for  a  cup  of  coffee  and  got  in  about  11  :-tO  p.m. 
I  stayed  around  awhile  with  the  Sister  on  late 
duty.  Sister  was  in  a  dilemma — the  light  was 
still  on  in  the  reading-room  !  It  seems  they  hadn't 
been  able  to  get  rid  of  the  old  man,  so  they  had 
mlade  up  a  bed  on  a  couch  in  the  corner  of  the 
room  and  locked  the  door  on  him,  then  phoned 
our  chaplain  and  told  him  about  our  eighty- 
four  year  old  guest,  just  in  case  he  should  die 
during  the  night.  Sister  thought  he  must  have 
fallen  asleep  with  the  light  on. 

I  got  the  bright  idea  of  going  into  the  chapel 
and  peeking  through  the  crack  of  the  double 
doors  into  the  room.  AVhat  I  saw  was  the  old 
man,  with  his  coat  and  shoes  off,  sitting  up  in 
an  easy  chair  with  his  feet  on  the  bed,  a  book  in 
his  hands,  the  reading  lamp  pulled  up  to  his 


elbow.  He  was  enjoying  himself  and  looked  as 
though  he  were  fixed  for  the  night.  Sister  locked 
up  the  house  and  we  all  retired. 

But  the  old  man  went  to  bed  eventually,  for  the 
next  morning  we  could  hear  the  rumble  of  rest- 
ful snores  from  our  place  in  the  chapel  at  Mass. 

About  eight  o'clock  he  came  gingerly  over  the 
polished  floor  to  the  dining-room  and  enjoyed  a 
delicious  bacon  and  egg  breakfast.  He  seemed 
very  unhappy  about  something  and  lots  of  the 
girls  were  sorry  for  him.  He  was  coaxing  SLster 
Superior  to  telephone  an  excuse  for  him,  but 
Sister  was  adamant ;  he  had  to  go  back  and  face 
the  music. 

Two  of  the  girls  saw  him  safely  down  the  front 
steps  and  on  to  the  street ;  then  we  all  ran  to  the 
window  to  watch  him  pick  his  way  through  the 
morning  traffic.  As  he  walked  along  the  street 
over  the  edge  of  the  hill  and  turned  in  at  the 
iron  gate  marked  "Home  for  the  Aged"  a  little 
'teenager  from  up  Alexandria  way  turned  to  Sis- 
ter with  a  serious  expression :  "Life  is  queer,"  she 
said,  "  isn't  it,  sister  ?  It  doesn't  matter  if  you  are 
eighteen  or  eighty,  you  get  into  trouble  if  you 
stay  out  all  night.'  Young  as  she  was,  she  must 
have  had  to  face  the  Superior  across  the  desk  the 
"morning  after  the  night  before." 

Those  Residential  Clubs  conducted  by  the 
Sisters  of  Service  across  the  country  are  a  great 
boon  for  girls  living  alone  in  the  city.  Many 
is  the  time  I  have  said  "No,  thank  you"  to  invita- 
tions to  drink  and  go  places,  .simply  because  I 
knew  I  couldn't  do  those  things  and  stay  at  the 
(Tub,  and  I  wouldn't  want  to  live  any  place  else 
for  the  world.    I'd  be  too  lonesome. 


MERCY  IS  GOODNESS  TOUCHED  BY  ]\nSERY. 
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What  Do  You  See? 


"We  Are  All  of  Us  Unobseruant,  But  Not  About 
the  Same  Things." 

Whenever  I  hear  the  remark:  "A.  is  so  ob- 
servant; notliing  ever  misses  her"  or  "B. 
isn't  a  bit  observant,  she  never  sees  any- 
thing," I  begin  to  wonder  and  my  mind  goes  back 
to  an  experience  which  taught  me  a  valuable  les- 
son in  this  matter  of  observation. 

I  was  visiting  with  a  family  where  there  were 
two  daughters;  we  will  call  them  Clara  and  Vera. 
They  were  lovely  girls,  generous,  cheerful  and 
brimming  over  with  the  joy  of  living.  One  day 
their  mother  said  to  me:  "I'm  reall.y  quite  con- 
cerned about  Vera ;  she  is  so  unobservant.  I  won- 
der if  anything  can  be  done  about  it." 

"What  do  you  meanf  I  queried.  "To  me  Vera 
seems  a  grand  little  character — so  kind,  so  eager 
to  help  everyone,  so  charitable  in  speech  and 
action." 

"Yes,  I  know  all  that.  She's  a  treasure  in  many 
ways,  but  she  never  sees  the  ordinary  things  that 
most  girls  would  notice.  Clara's  so  different — 
never  misses  a  thing.  For  instance,"  she  continued, 
seeing  I  still  looked  rather  puzzled,  "this  after- 
noon they  are  both  attending  a  reception  being 
given  for  Mrs.  X.  (mentioning  a  visiting  cele- 
brity). When  they  both  come  back  Clara  will  be 
able  to  tell  us  all  about  the  woman ;  she  won't 
miss  one  point  either  of  her  features  or  her  cos- 
tume, but  Vera—-"  the  mother  shrugged  her 
shoulders — "she  won't  be  able  to  tell  us  one  single 
thing  of  interest.  You'll  see.  I'll  question  them 
when  they  come  in." 

Accordingly  when  the  girls  returned  from  the 
reception  the  mother  was  ready  to  interrogate, 
while  I  sat  by,  an  interested  listener.  "Vera,  do 
tell  us  what  Mrs.  X.  was  wearing." 

Vera  flushed,  and  a  look  of  distress  shadowed 
her  usually  happy  countenance.  "I'm  afraid  I 
didn't  notice  very  much  what  she  had  on,"  she 
said  slowly,  and  it  was  easy  to  see  she  disliked  this 
sort  of  questioning.  The  mother  gave  me  a  know- 
ing look  and  continued :  "Perhaps  you  could  tell 
us  what  colour  her  hair  is  and  if  her  eyes  are 
blue,  black  or  brown?" 

"No,  I  can't."  Vera's  voice  was  low  but  definite. 
The  mother  sighed.  "I  suppose  we'll  have  to  de- 
pend on  Clara,  as  usual,  for  any  interesting  news." 
She  smiled  at  her  older  daughter.  "Come  on. 
let's  have  all  the  details." 

Whereupon  Clara,  with  self-satisfied  assurance, 
launched  into  description  of  Mrs.  X.  which  would 
have  done  credit  to  a  Scotland  Yard  detective. 
Nothing  Avas  omitted  that  could  possibly  have 
been  seen  of  Mrs.  X's  person  or  clothing,  even  to 


a  wee  spot  on  one  of  her  shoes  and  the  fact  that 
one  side  of  her  face  wasn't  powdered  quite  as 
smoothlj-  as  the  other."  The  mother  listened 
eagerly  to  tliis  recital,  but  I  couldn't  help  think- 
ing what  an  awful  thing  it  would  be  to  have  to 
live  always  within  the  reach  of  such  a  searchlight 
pair  of  eyes. 

In  the  meantime  Vera  had  taken  off  her  wraps 
arid  was  setting  the  table.  Later  in  the  evening 
when  the  opjiortunitv  came  of  seeing  her  alone  I 
said.  "Well,  what  did  you  think  of  Mrs.  X?" 

She  turned  to  me  eagerly,  her  face  aglow.  "Oh, 
C."  she  said,  "how  I  wish  you  could  have  met  her. 
Her  eyes  are  so  expressive,  they  seem  to  say  more 
to  you  than  her  lips — and  her  smile,  well,  there's 
no  words  to  describe  it;  in  fact  her  whole  person- 
ality just  radiates  charm."  Vera  paused  a  moment, 
then  continued  enthusiastically;  "And  her  voice- 
so  soft,  yet  clear,  and  when  she  laughed  it  re- 
minded me  of  music  floating  on  the  breeze." 

"AVhy  didn't  you  tell  us  all  that  this  afternoon?" 
I  queried. 

Again  the  girl  looked  troubled.  "Because  that 
isn't  what  mother  wanted  to  know,"  she  replied. 
"I  know  she  and  Clara  think  I'm  awful  not  to 
notice  what  people  wear,  or  what  colour  of  hair 
or  eyes  they  have,  but  I  just  can't  get  interested 
in  those  things  no  matter  how  hard  I  try.  I  guess 
I'm  too  busy  noticing  what  they  are  to  care  about 
what  they  wear,  or  how  they  do  their  hair." 

That  night  alone  in  my  room  I  reached  a  few 
conclusions  on  the  matter  of  observation,  and  the 
years  liave  but  strengthened  my  convictions.  We 
see  what  we  want  to  see,  we  notice  the  things  in 
which  we  are  interested  and  ignore  what  fails  to 
attract  us.  The  big  mistake  we  often  make  is  in 
judging  others  unobservant  because  they  do  not 
notice  things  that  hold  our  attention.  One  person 
attending  a  symphony  may  be  absorbed  in  the 
richness  of  tone  and  perfection  of  harmony  and 
never  notice  the  least  thing  concerning  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  plaj  ers,  while  her  companion  may 
be  able  to  describe  in  detail  what  the  playei's 
w'ore  and  how  they  handled  their  instruments 
without  being  very  much  concerned  with  the 
quality  of  the  music.  Two  persons  walking  along 
a  country  road  at  dusk — one  observes  the  sunset, 
the  other  sees  the  newly-ploughed  fields. 

It  isn't  so  much  that  one  has  more  power  of  ob- 
sei'vation  than  the  other  as  that  we  are  interested 
in  different  things  and  we  see  what  is  to  us  the 
thing  worth  seeing.  If  I  consider  clothes  the  most 
important  part  of  a  person,  or  if  I  am  a  seam- 
stress, my  attention  will  be  foeussed  on  the  style 

Continued  on  page  16 
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SELECTIONS  AND  REFLECTIONS 

By  Thomasina  Kwinas 

God  has  created  me  to  do  Him  some  definite  ser- 
vice; fie  has  committed  some  work  to  me  which  He 
has  not  committed  to  another.  I  have  my  mission — 
I  may  never  know  it  in  this  life  bnt  I  shall  be  told 
it  in  the  next.  I  shall  do  good,  I  .shall  do  His  work. 
I  shall  be  an  angel  of  peace,  a  preacher  of  trnth  in 
my  own  place  while  not  intending  it — if  I  do  bnt 
keep  His  Commandments.  Therefore  will  I  trnst  in 
Him. 

Cardinal  Newman 


Forget  yourself.  Do  not  occupy  yourself  with 
your  spiritual  or  material  needs.  When  you  have 
all  that  is  necessary  you  deprive  Me  of  the  joy  of 
taking  care  of  you. 

Onr  Lord  to  Sister  Mary  of  the  Holy  Trinity. 


Confidence  should  not  be  broken  by  the  sight 
aiul  the  memory  of  our  sins.  St.  Catherine  of 
Siena  used  to  say :  Never  con.sider  your  past  sins 
except  in  the  light  of  infinite  mercy,  so  that  the 
memory  of  them  may  not  discourage  you,  but 
may  lead  you  to  place  your  confidence  in  the  in- 
finite value  of  the  Saviour's  merits. 


An  interior  man  will  make  more  impression  on 
hearts  by  a  single  word  that  is  animated  by  the 
Spirit  of  God  than  another  by  an  entire  discourse 
costing  him  much  vi^ork  and  in  which  he  ex- 
hausted all  the  power  of  his  reasoning. 


Man  cannot  live  without  love,  and  if  he  re- 
nounces every  inferior  love,  he  opens  his  soul  ever 
Avider  to  the  love  of  God,  and  of  souls  in  God. 


Quality  is  superior  to  quantity.  A  single  very 
perfect  soul  pleases  God  more  than  many  others 
who  remain  in  mediocrity  and  tepidity. 


Sanctification  must  not  be  too  greatly  separ- 
ated from  salvation,  as  is  done  by  those  who  say: 
"I  shall  never  become  a  saint;  it  is  enough  for 
me  to  be  saved."  This  statement  contains  an 
error  of  perspective.  Progressive  sanctification 
is  in  reality  the  way  of  salvation.  In  heaven  there 
will  be  only  saints  and  in  this  sense  of  the  word 
each  of  us  must  strive  for  sanctity. 


Never  fear  to  bring  the  sublimest  motive  to 
the  smallest  duty,  and  the  most  infinite  comfort 
to  the  smallest  trouble. 

Souls  are  won  by  words,  they  are  won  by  ex- 
ample; but  above  all  they  are  won  by  suffering 
and  .sacrifice. 


WHAT  DO  YOU  SEE? 

Continued  from  page  15 

of  dress  a  person  is  wearing;  if  I  am  a  hairdresser, 
it  is  the  hair-do  that  will  captivate  me;  if  I  am  an 
artist,  I'll  notice  colour  of  hair  and  eye,  symmetrj^ 
of  feature ;  if  I  am  a  writer,  I'll  be  looking  for  a 
personality  to  make  alive  in  a  story. 

So  let  us  not  judge  others  to  be  unobservant  be- 
cause they  do  not  see  the  things  we  see.  Ten 
chances  to  one,  they  are  seeing  much  that  we  are 
miss'ng.  Neither  let  us  forget  that  what  one  ob- 
serves is  often  a  true  key  to  character.  God  pre- 
serve us  from  the  people  whose  gimlet  eyes  never 
miss  a  fault  or  a  mistake,  but  who  never  see  the 
noble  deeds  and  good  intentions  of  others.  And 
thanks  be  to  God  for  those  lovable  souls  whose 
kindly  eyes  are  always  searching  for  the  nice 
things  about  i;s  and  charitably  overlooking  the 
faults  and  imperfections. 

T.  K. 


THE  NEXT  FIFTY  YEARS  BELONG 
TO  CANADA 

Fifty  years  ago,  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier  was  re- 
turned to  office  as  Prime  Minister,  proclaiming 
that  the  Twentieth  Century  belonged  to  Canada. 
At  that  time,  there  was  little  enough  to  support 
his  statement.  The  Canadian  Pacific  Railway  had 
only  a  comparatively  .short  time  before  been 
completed  to  the  Pacific  Coast.  Calgary  was  in 
the  North  AVest  Territoi-ies.  Petroleum  was  re- 
fined mostly  to  make  kerosene  for  lighting  pur- 
poses. Hydro-electric  power  was  still  in  its  in- 
fancy, and  Canada's  mineral  wealth  was  not 
fully  comprehended  in  even  the  wildest  dreams  of 
a  St.  James  Street  promoter. 

But  Canadians  have  climbed  the  sky  and  ex- 
plored their  land.  They  have  dug  deep  in  the 
Pre-Cambrian  Shield  and  Devonian  Sands,  and 
Canada  lias  arrived  at  the  threshold  of  a  breath- 
taking but  undeniable  future.  Iron  in  Labrador, 
titanium  in  Quebec,  nickel  in  Manitoba,  uranium 
in  the  far  North  West — every  passing  month 
sees  another  significant  new  mineral  discovery 
or  development.  Across  the  fertile  prairies,  tra- 
ditionally known  as  the  world's  bread  basket, 
estimates  of  oil  reserves  are  constantly  being  re- 
vised upAvard  as  drilling  crews  make  strike  after 
rich  strike.  In  the  vast  timberlancfe  huge  unex- 
ploited  stands  still  wait  to  feed  the  roaring 
paper  mills. 

Yes,  the  next  fifty  years  can  belong  to  Canada! 

—Atlas  Steels  Limited. 


God  provides  resting-places  as  well  as  work- 
ing-places. Rest,  then,  and  be  thankful  when  He 
brings  you,  wearied,  to  a  wayside  well. 


A  H.ANDFUli  OF  P.ATIENCK  IS  WORTH  .\  UrSHEI.  OF  TtR.AlXS. 
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Beatf)  Callsf  Kf^t  ^rcpisfjjop 


His  Excellency  the  late  Archbishop  Gerald  C.  Murray,  D.D.,  C.Ss.B. 


It  was  Avith  keen  feelings  of  regret  that  the 
Sisters  of  Service  throughout  Canada  learned  of 
the  death  of  Archbishop  Murray  in  St.  ]\Iary"s 
Hospital,  Montreal,  on  the  night  of  June  2nd. 
So  many  of  our  Sisters  in  different  i);aees  and 
on  various  occasions  have  experienced  tlie  warmth 
of  the  genial  kindness  and  friendliness  for  which 
Archbishop  Murray  was  so  justly  famed. 

Several  Sisters  of  Service  attended  tlu'  funeral 
Mass  in  St.  Patrick's  Church.  Montreal,  celebrated 
by  Ilis  Eminence  Cardinal  IMcGuigan  and  graced 
by  tlie  presence  of  nnnun-ous  archbishops,  mon- 
signori  and  priests,  the  latter  numbering  a 
goodly  number  of  his  own  Redemptorist  con- 
freres. 

It  would  be  superfluous  for  us  to  repeat  what 


has  been  already  so  well  said  in  ofher  publica- 
tions regarding  Archbishop  Murray's  selfless 
devotion  to  God,  Church  and  country  and  his 
many  lovable  and  admirable  qualities  of  mind 
and  heart.  But  we  wish  to  offer  our  sincere 
sympathy  to  the  relatives  "who  mourn  his  death, 
to  the  countless  friends  and  aJlmirers  who  feel 
his  loss,  and  to  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  who 
have  been  bereft  of  the  earthly  presence  of  so 
glorious  a  Son  of  St.  Alplionsus. 

Archbishop  ^lurray  has  left  behind  the  trials 
aiul  difficulties  of  earth,  but  we  know  that  in 
the  clear  light  and  enjoyment  of  the  face  to  face 
Vision  of  God  he  will  still  be  mindful  of  us  who 
continue  the  earthly  combat  and  assist  us  by 
his  kindly  intercession. 
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EDI  cORIAL 


TO  OUR  BENEFACTORS 


WHEN  one  is  nearing  the  eightieth  mile- 
stone on  the  road  of  life,  he  knows  that 
he  is  travelling  in  the  light  of  the  setting 
Sim.  To  use  the  words  of  Cardinal  Newman : 
"the  shades  lengthen  and  the  evening  comes,  and 
the  busy  world  is  hushed  and  the  fever  of  life  is 
over  and  our  work  is  done".  Yet  when  that  even- 
ing comes  we  cannot  help  being  reminiscent  and 
travel  back  over  the  road  of  past  years.  To  live 
in  the  past  is  the  privilege  of  old  age. 

For  thirty  years  I  have  been  associated  with 
the  missionary  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice. Prom  a  humble  shrub,  planted  on  August 
15,  1922,  this  Institute  has  grown  into  a  tree  that 
extends  its  branches  from  the  Atlantic  to  the 
Pacific.  Twenty  missions  now  dot  the  map  of 
Canada  and  of  the  United  States.  To  God, 
Author  of  all  gifts,  to  our  Blessed  Saviour,  whose 
kingdom  we  are  helping  to  build,  to  Mary, 
Mother  of  Perpetual  Help,  under  whose  protection 
the  Institute  was  founded,  we  give  gratefully  all 
credit.  Are  not  missionaries  but  weak  instru- 
ments of  Grod's  grace  ?  "It  was  for  me  to  plant  the 
seed,  for  Apollo  to  water  it,  but  it  was  God  who 
gave  the  increase."  (I  Cor.  Ill — 6) 

Remembering  also  the  difficulties  of  the  first 
foundations  when  the  Sisters,  inexperienced,  feel- 
ing their  way  in  a  new  field,  were  learning  by 
trial  through  error,  I  canont  help  paying  a  warm 
tribute  of  admiration  and  gratitude  to  those  pio- 


neers who  blazed  a  new  trail  in  the  mis'Sion  field 
and  made  possible  the  realization  of  an  ideal.  The 
ideal  of  "service"  spelled  for  them  self-sacrifice 
in  the  most  trying  circumstances.  They  lived  up 
nobly  and  generously  to  their  motto:  "1  have 
come  to  serve." 

In  the  Mother  House,  on  the  wall  of  the  Com- 
mon Room,  is  a  large  map  of  Canada,  with  the 
inscription  "Look  at  Big  Maps".  On  this  map 
every  foundation  of  the  Institute  is  marked  by  a 
blue  star.  Behind  each  star  I  seem  to  see  an 
army  standing  on  guard.  This  army  is  the  silent 
army  of  our  numerous  benefactors.  To  them, 
after  God,  we  owe  the  very  existence  of  our 
foundations.  They  came  to  us  at  the  very  morn- 
ing of  our  Institute  and  helped  us  to  make  our 
idea  a  reality.  During  the  course  of  years  they 
stood  by  us  and  their  benefactions  ^vere  our 
greatest  help.  Without  their  continued  support 
it  would  have  been  impossible  to  exist.  "Without 
thisi  measure  of  assistance  we  could  not  have  car- 
ried on  our  work  properly.  It  is  therefore  but 
just  that  we  repeat  to  them  our  profound  appreci- 
ation and  thanks  for  their  generous  help,  both 
spiritual  and  temporal.  Their  Catholicity  has 
prompted  them  to  share  with  our  missionary 
Sisters  their  responsibilities  to  the  Church  in  the 
care  of  the  most  abandoned  souls.  God  bless 
them  ! 

Many  of  our  Benefactors  of  the  first  hour  iiave 
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passed  on  to  their  reward.  Even  death  for  many 
did  not  break  their  affiliation  with  our  mission- 
ary endeavour.  Through  their  last  will  and  tes- 
tament they  continued  to  help  us.  It  is  indeed  a 
remarkable  fact  that  the  Institute  has  received 
more  from  wills  than  from  any  other  source.  The 
memory  of  these  benefactors  is  blessed.  Every 
day  prayers  go  to  God  for  the  repose  of  their 
souls.  May  their  example  be  followed  by  many 
more  along  the  course  of  years.  By  the  generosi- 
ties expressed  in  their  last  will  these  departed 
friends  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  have  become  a 
precious  link  between  the  Triumphant  and  the 
Militant  Church. 

When  I  look  back  over  the  road,  rough  at 
times,  I  have  travelled,  I  feel  overwhelmed  by  a 
deep  sense  of  gratitude  to  our  Benefactors  living 
and  dead.  They  came  to  us  when  the  Institute  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  was  but  an  idea.  They 
stood  by  us  particularly  during  the  years  of  war 
and  world-wide  depression.  The  prayer  of  the 
Cliurch  wells  up  from  the  very  depths  of  our 
hearts:  Grant  0  Lord  to  all  who  have  helped  us 
in  Thy  Name  life  everlasting! 


WHAT  A  MESS  WE  HAVE  MADE  OF  OUR 
VICTORIOUS  PEACE! 

What  intelligent  person  today  feels  happy  over 
the  mutilation  and  abandonment  of  Poland,  the 
giving  of  Manchuria  to  Stalin,  the  grotesque 
new  Polish-German  and  Polish-Soviet  frontiers, 
the  uprooting  of  many  millions  from  homes 
which  their  ancestors  had  occupied  for  genera- 
tions, the  total  disarmament  of  Germany  and 
Japan?  Most  of  these  decisions  wex'e  crimes 
against  elementary  humanity.  All  were  grave 
blunders  from  the  cold-blooded  standpoint  of 
American  national  interest. — -Human  Events. 


DISAPPOINTMENT 

The  setting  of  a  great  hope  is  like  the  setting 
of  the  sun.  The  brightness  of  our  life  is  gqne, 
shadows  of  evening  fall  around  us  and  the  world 
seems  but  a  dim  reflection.  We  look  forward 
into  the  coming  lonely  night  and  the  soul  with- 
draws into  itself.  Then  stars  arise  and  the  night 
is  holy ! 

HE  HAS  RICHES  SUFFICENT,  WHO 


SILVER  JUBILEE 


Sister  Florence  Regan 

On  Sunda)^  June  24th,  two  more  Sisters  of 
Service  reached  the  silver  milestone  of  religious 
profession.  Twenty-five  years  before  on  that  date, 
which  in  1926,  happened  to  be  the  Feast  of  Our 
Lady  of  Perpetual  Help,  Sister  Florence  Regan 
and  Sister  Beatrice  De  Marsh  knelt  at  the  altar 
and  made  the  three-fold  Vow  which  bound  them 
to  spend  their  lives  in  the  Master's  Service. 

Sister  Florence  Regan  was  the  first  Sister  Gen- 
eral of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  being  appointed  to 
that  office  by  Archbishop  MacNeil  in  1928.  For 
nine  years  slie  devoted  herself  self-sacrificingly 
to  the  duties  involved  in  a  position  of  such  im- 
portance to  the  welfare  of  the  Community.  In 
1937  at  the  First  General  Chapter  of  the  S.O.S. 
she  was  relieved  of  this  heavy  I'esponsibility,  but 
continued  to  be  Assistant  General  for  the  next 
six  years.  From  1943  to  1948  she  was  a  member 
of  the  General  Council  and  at  the  present  time 
is  again  Assistant-General. 

As  a  painstaking  and  efficient  nurse  Sister 
Beatrice  De  Marsh  has  served  the  Community 
in  our  little  rural  hospitals,  giving  herself  untir- 
ingly to  the  care  of  the  sick  with  the  ever-present 
hope  and  intention  that  ministration  to  the  body 
would  result  in  spiritual  benefit  to  the  soul. 

A  quarter  of  a  century  of  faithful  service  now 
lies  behind  these  Sisters,  and  as  they  press  for- 
ward on  the  path  that  leads  to  a  Golden  An- 
niversary we  offer  congratulations  for  the  years 
of  service  tliat  are  past  and  best  wishes  for  the 
years  that  lie  ahead. 

HAS  ENOUGH  TO  BE  CHARITABLE. 
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Trip  To  Ausable  Chasm  —  June  2nd 


WHAT  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June !  It  certain- 
ly was  a  rare  day— Saturday,  June  2nd. 
We  had  been  looking  forward  to  that  date 
for  at  least  a  month,  but  it  was  raining  when  we 
first  opened  our  eyes  to  the  light  of  day.  And  here 
we  were  leaving  at  8  a.m.,  on  one  of  those  GREY- 
HOUNDS to  explore  the  AUSABLE  CHASM  in 
New  York  State,  just  about  fourteen  miles  past 
Plattsburg. 

Rain  or  not,  at  8  a.m.,  thirty-seven  passengers, 
including  two  Sisters  of  Service,  were  in  their 
places  on  the  bus— all  aboard  and  on  time.  We  had 
a  very  pleasant  ride  and  on  entering  the  United 
States  we  met  the  U.  S.  Immigration  and  Customs 
Officers.  A  Canadian  Officer  asked  "Has  anyone 
more  than  -iilOOf'  The  reply  to  this  question 
was  one  general  laugh  from  .stem  to  stern  of 
our  omnibus.  While  most  of  our  group  were 
Canadian  born,  a  few  were  from  the  Green  Isle; 
and  one  girl  recently  arrived  from  Australia. 
The  Immigration  Officer  asked  one  of  our  Irish 
Lassies  to  eome  inside  with  her  papers.  The 
reason — he  saw  that  she  came  from  a  certain 
part  of  Ireland  and  there  was  an  Officer  inside 
from  Ennis  and  he  thought  the  Irishman  would 
like  to  meet  someone  from  his  own  part  of  the  Coun- 
try, There  was  quite  a  laugh  when  one  of  our  Can- 
adians produced  as  identification,  a  paper  that  she 


used  in  crossing  the  U.S.  border  four  j'ears  ago.  But 
the  officer  was  serious  and  asked  her  where  she  got 
it,  that  the  Government  had  been  looking  for  it  for 
four  years.  She  should  have  relinquished  it  on  re- 
erossiiig  to  Canada.  However,  all  was  well,  and  at 
10.45  we  arrived  at  our  destination — that  amazing 
natural  wonder,  the  Ausable  Chasm. 

We  decided  to  eat  our  lunch  as  we  had  a  long 
walk  ahead  of  us  through  the  Chasm,  so  we  were 
told.  The  Chasm  is  one  and  a  half  miles  long  and 
we  were  to  walk  at  least  half  of  that  distance.  At 
half  past  eleven  we  started  through  the  Chasm  on 
foot,  lots  of  stairs  to  ascend  and  descend,  bridges  to 
eros.s,  and  galleries.  The  walls  of  the  Chasm  are 
cake-like  composed  of  varicolored  sandstone  piled 
in  perfect  alignment;  but  the  layers  of  this  giant 
piece  of  cake  are  strata  laid  down  by  the  centuries 
—and  the  swiftly  flowing  Ausable  River  is  the 
knife  that  cut  these  rocks  in  these  peculiar  and 
interesting  shapes.  We  first  saw  the  Pulpit  Rock, 
then  Elephant's  Head,  Jacob's  Ladder,  the  Punch 
Bowl,  Jacob's  Well,  the  Devil's  Oven,  Hydes  Cave, 
Column  Rock,  the  Cathedral.  The  Post  Office  was 
quite  a  surprise  and  a  few  of  us  left  our  "  SOSA" 
tickets  as  a  reminder  that  we  too  had  been  there. 

By  this  time  the  rain  had  cleared  away  and  we 
were  at  the  place  where  the  boats  start.  Some  of  our 
party  had  already  gone  on  a  previous  boat,  others 
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went  on  a  second  boat  and  the  rest  of  us  occupied 
some  of  the  third  boat.  These  boats  hold  twenty 
passengers  and  took  us  through  the  Grand  P'lume, 
the  Rapids,  and  the  Whirlpool  Basiu  to  tlie  Boat 
Landing.  One  of  the  boat  men  told  us  that  in  the 
days  of  the  silent  films,  a  local  man,  doubling 
for  Douglas  Fairbanks,  Sr.,  riding  horseback  jump- 
ed a  hundred  feet  into  the  water  below.  In  order 
to  make  the  horse  take  the  jump,  the  horse  was 
blind-folded  and  tripped,  the  man  was  kicked  by 
the  horse  and  sviffered  a  broken  leg.  The  stone  is 
the  same  kind  of  stone  as  in  the  Grand  Canyon. 

Prom  the  boat  landing  we  had  more  stairs  to 
climb  to  reach  the  bus  which  wa^s  to  take  us  to  the 
place  from  which  we  started  our  joui'uey. 

From  there  we  visited  the  Rainbow  and  Horse- 
shoe Falls,  also  the  Zoo  which  is  well  worth  a  visit 
with  St.  Nick's  500  reindeers,  llamas,  bears,  etc., 
and  all  those  animals  ordinarily  found  in  a  Zoo. 

We  arrived  in  Plattsburg  at  2.30  where  we  were 
on  our  own  until  eight  o'clock.  This  time  was  spent 
in  the  shops,  the  beautiful  St.  John  Church  and 
sightseeing  along  the  famous  Champlain  Lake.  A 
few  of  the  girls  went  to  the  movies  and  others  to 
the  beach. 

While  waiting  for  our  group  to  assemble  at  the 
Depot  some  of  us  overheard  our  Bus  Driver  talking 
with  two  other  drivers  who  had  been  complaining 
about  their  groups.  Our  driver  was  heard  to  say 
what  a  nice  trip  so  far ;  that  everbody  was  on  time 


to  start ;  that  nobody  was  sick  from  drinking ;  also 
that  he  knew  we  wouldn't  be  buying  out  half  of 
Plattsburg.  As  everbody  wa.s  at  least  a  few  minutes 
early  we  were  able  to  start  out  for  Montreal  a  few 
minutes  ahead  of  schedule.  Having  no  trouble  at 
the  border  we  arrived  home  at  1923  Dorchester  at 
30.10  p.m. 

This  was  the  end  of  a  perfect  day  spent  with  a 
most  congenial  group,  in  a  perfectly  Amazing  Won- 
derland. We  were  all  a  wee  bit  tired— but,  oh !  so 
happy  and  so  grateful  to  everyone  who  contributed 
to  the  success  of  this  unusual  adventure. 

In  closing  I  Avould  like  to  quote  from  Stoddard, 
a  noted  photographer  of  Adirondack  scenery: 

"In  brief,  Ausable  Chasm  is  centrally  located 
in  a  setting  rich  in  historic  lore  and  in  scenic 
grandeur  of  such  striking  sublimity  that  in  its 
presence  the  rude  laugh  is  hushed;  the  bois- 
terous shouts  dies  out  on  reverential  lips ;  the 
body  shrinks  down  feeling  its  own  littleness, 
while  the  soul  expands,  and  rising  above  the 
earth,  claims  kinship  with  its  Creator,  ques- 
tioning not  His  existence." 
A  day  like  this  certainly  does  bring  you  closer 
to  our  Divine  Master,  for  surely  only  God  could 
create  such  beauties;  and  He  alone  could  arrange 
everything  to  make  our  outing  sueh^a  prefect  one. 
Thanks  Be  To  God ! 

S.O.S.  Montreal 
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MORE  ABOUT  MOUSIE! 

YOU  have  already  heard  something  about  our 
'Mousie' ;  and  since  the  last  write-up  we 
see  our  little  child  growing  'in  wisdom  and 
grace.'   She  will  be  five  years  old  in  a  few  months 
and  now  wishes  to  be  called  "Claudia"  by  every- 
one. 

Claudia  is  at  an  age  now  when  she  notices 
everything  and  is  perpetually  asking  "WHY"  and 
we  do  try  to  answer  all  her  questions ;  but  some- 
times we  tui'n  the  tables  and  ask  her  a  few 
"WHYS",  but  the  only  answer  we  receive  is 
"BECAUSE".  She  has  quite  a  vivid  imagination 
and  frequently  she  will  tell  you  that  she  is  the 
"bad  witch";  and  in  playing  house  with  some  of 
our  'oldsters'  she  must  always  be  the  Mother. 
The  day  she  sported  a  bobby  pin  in  her  hair  in 
place  of  the  customary  hair-ribbon,  she  certainly 
felt  as  grown-up  as  the  rest  of  us. 

To  her  friends  over  the  fence  she  is  known  as 
"Claudia"  and  occasionally  she  is  the  recipient  of 
a  written  invitation  to  Karen's,  Moira's,  Sue's  or 
Helen's  party  to  take  place  in  the  apartment 
house  on  the  other  side  of  the  fence.  Claudia  is 
an  obedient  little  girl  and  stays  strictly  on  our 
side  of  the  fence  and  it  is  not  an  unordinary 
sight  to  see  her  wee  white  chair  close  to  the 
fence  where  she  talks  with  her  little  friends. 

A  few  weeks  ago  Sister  Superior  had  the  idea 
of  having  a  party  for  Claudia  and  inviting  her 
little  friends  to  come  and  spend  the  afternoon  on 
our  grounds.  To  say  she  was  pleased  is  putting 
it  very  mildly;  and  each  day  she  would  tell  us 
how  many  days  away  was  Saturday.  As  her 
Birthday  is  in  October,  it  was  decided  that  she 
too,  like  King  Greorge,  could  celebrate  an  "official 
birthday". 

Saturday  was  a  very  beautiful  day,  an  ideal 
day  for  outdoors;  and  at  two  o'clock  "Miss 
Claudia"  was  very  charmingly  welcoming  her 
afternoon  guests,  ten  in  all.  A  few  of  the  young 
misses  of  the  Club  played  with  the  visitors  and 
helped  to  keep  the  party  merry.  A  portable  phono- 
graph was  erected  in  the  open-air  after  being  con- 
nected with  four  extension  cords  and  everyone  en- 
joyed the  Nursery  Rhymes  and  the  music. 

About  four  o'clock  refreshments  were  served — 
sandwiches  (Claudia's  request  was  for  'mustard 

EVERY  MAN'S  WORK  IS 


The  Party — with  Mousie  the  Centre  of  Attraction 


sandwiches'),  all  sorts  of  fancy  biscuits,  ice  cream, 
candy  and  soft  drinks.  When  the  ice  cream  was 
served  one  little  girl  piped  up  "Claudia,  this  is  a 
very  nice  party". 

Before  leaving  for  home  each  little  guest  was 
presented  with  a  *>ouvenir  to  take  home;  these 
miniature  ladies  and  gentlemen  thanked  their  little 
hostess  for  a  lovely  party— and  ran  home  to  their 
mothers,  to  tell  all  about  the  wonderful  afternoon  ! 

S.O.S.  Montreal. 


THEY  ARE  REMEMBERED 

Early  in  December,  the  Holy  Father  lit  a  mar- 
ble and  gilt  lamp  over  the  tomb  of  St.  Peter  in 
St.  Peter's  Basilica,  to  symbolise  the  Church's 
solidarity  with  more  than  60  million  faithful  be- 
hind the  Iron  Curtain. 

The  lamp,  inscribed  with  the  names  of  all  the 
nations  whose  Communist  rulers  are  attempting 
to  wipe  out  the  'Church  was  presented  to  the  Pope 
by  1,500  people  who  have  escaped  from  Iron  Cur- 
tain countries. 

Receiving  them  in  audience  in  the  Basilica,  the 
Pope  told  the  refugees-  "It  is  with  deep  emotion 
gripping  our  heart  that  we  receive  you.  The 
harshness  of  events  and  the  cruelty  of  men  have 
forced  you  to  seek  here  a  refuge. 

"We  will  continue,  with  paternal  fondness,  to 
do  all  we  can  for  you,  and  if  our  effective  power 
does  not  go  far  there  will  be  no  lack  in  our  affec- 
tion and  our  intercession  for  the  protection  of  the 
Almighty." 

National  Catholic  Women's  Union 
PORTRAIT  OF  HIMSELF. 
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SPRING  COMES  TO  SILVERWOOD 


THERE  are  a  few  rural  schools  left  in  Nor- 
thern Alberta  and  an  S.O.S.,  has  charge  of 
one  of  them.   It  is  aptly  called  Silverwood, 
and  is    situated    about    five    miles   from  St. 
Michael's  Dormitory  in  Rycroft,  in  the  Peace 
River  District. 

The  reader  may  be  enjoying  summer  weather,  but 
it  is  only  spring  in  Silverwood.  The  rabbits  are 
changing  their  white  coats  for  brown.  Right  now 
they  are  mottled  with  white  under  parts.  We  catch 
sight  of  th€m  in  the  bush  beside  the  school  yard, 
and  I  am  fairly  certain  we  enjoy  their  games  of 
tag  more  than  they  do. 

The  optimistic  hopes  of  the  school's  eighteen 
pupils  were  realized  last  week.  Snow  melted  in 
the  adjacent  grain  field,  forming  two  huge  pools 
which  were  frozen  solid  five  mornings  to  make 
a  perfect  skating  rink.  There  was  skating  be- 
fore nine  o'clock  and  a  long  morning  recess,  be- 
cause the  ice  would  be  slushy  by  noon  time.  The 
more  venturesome  would  have  liked  to  skim  along 
the  ice  on  the  wide  ditches  by  the  side  of  the 
road,  but  there  was  a  veto  on  that.  It  was  really 
dangerous  as  the  water  was  four  or  five  feet 
deep. 

The  birds  are  returning;  we  have  37  on  our 
class-room  chart  already.  Yesterday  there  was  a 
"bluebird  on  my  window  sill" — well,  anyway,  on 
the  eavestrough.  Tliere  is  a  dam  thirty  yards 
from  the  school  which  the  migrating  ducks  use 


Silvei-^vood  —  the  SpIiooI,  Pupils  and  Teacher. 


for  a  motel  and  I  cannot  think  of  much  more 
beautiful  sight  than  a  mallard  flying  swiftly 
down  from  the  sky  to  settle  on  the  water  with  a 
musical  splash.  Sometimes  wild  geese  honour  us 
with  a  call,  but  this  year  they  passed  us,  flying 
high. 

Celebration  for  St.  Greorge 

The  Swans.  On  tlie  PVast  of  St.  George,  as  we 
waited  outside  for  nine  o'clock  bell,  five  beauti- 
ful swans  flew  over  us,  circling  low,  their  wings 
glistening  in  the  morning  sun,  as  though  they 
were  staging  a  fashion  parade  for  our  especial 
benefit. 

I'he  Moose.  The  wee  scholars  had  just  settled 
down  to  the  intricacies  of  "add  and  take  away 
up  to  nine"  and  Grade  V  were  with  the  teacher 
struggling  with  time  zones  when  Polly  looked  out 
of  the  window  and  asked:  "Is  that  a  moose?' 
"Yes,"  yelled  Pauline,  "it's  a  moose !"  There  was 
a  general  exodus,  down  the  steps  and  over  the 
culvert  to  the  road,  regardless  of  muck  and  mud. 
For  a  moment  the  huge  animal  was  hidden  in  the 
bush,  but  Avhen  we  became  silent  it  emerged  on 
to  the  road.  It  stared  at  us  for  about  75  seconds, 
then  crossed  the  water  of  the  opposite  ditch.  We 
were  wondering  if  it  would  jump  the  fence  or 
turn  back.  It  did  neither.  It  was  so  large  that 
it  merely  stepped  over  the  fence!  W^e  rushed 
back  throiigh  the  mud  to  the  other  end  of  the 
school  yard  hoping  to  see  it  come  out  the  other 
end  of  the  bush,  but  there  M-as  no  moose  to  be 
seen  in  that  direction.  Some  boys  raced  back  to 
the  road  and  called  "Here  he  is."  So  back  we  all 
went  for  another  excellent  view.  This  time  we 
had  a  better  look  at  the  antlers,  as  the  majestic 
beast  was  silhouetted  against  the  sky  and  water. 
It  kept  on  going  across  country  towards  a  hay- 
stack about  a  mile  away  near  where  some  cows 
were  grazing.  They  were  frightened  and  started 
running  around  in  circles.  The  moose  passed 
close  by  but  did  not  touch  them.  >,We  were  easily 
able  to  compare  their  sizes  and  see  how  much 
larger  than  the  domestic  was  the  wild  animal. 
We  kept  watching  until  he  disappeared  into  the 
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distance.  Then  I  looked  at  my  watch ;  it  had  all 
taken  less  than  six  minutes.  Since  we  can  see  at 
least  six  miles  of  prairie  our  friend  must  be  quite 
a  runner! 

One  of  the  Grade  VIII  boys  marked  on  a  stick 
the  length  of  the  hoof  mark;  it  measured  6'4 
inches.  As  we  turned  back  one  of  the  little  fel- 
lows said :  "Let's  go  back  and  draw  it."  So  they 
did,  with  different  media,  at  the  board,  on  draw- 
ing paper  or  large  newsprint,  with  chalk,  pencil 
or  paint. 

The  Crocuses.  The  Feast  of  St.  George  is  to  be 
remembered  also  as  the  day  we  found  the  first 
wild  crocuses.  Five  of  them  appeared  ovci'  the 
weekend  at  the  back  of  the  school  house.  Pussy- 
willows have  been  out  for  a  month,  and  half  an 
inch  of  green  is  showing  in  our  boxes  in  front 
of  the  school.  Bits  of  green  are  appearing  by  the 
side  of  the  school,  where  we  planted  the  two-tone 
sunfloM'ers.  They  will  make  a  gay  flash  of  colour 
to  welcome  us  back  in  September. 

One  of  the  advantages  of  the  country  school  is 
that  it  brings  us  closer  to  nature,  which  is  always 
proclaiming  the  glory  of  the  Creator.  Who  ould 
remain  unaware  of  the  Almighty  power  of  God 
when  on  the  same  morning  we  see  creatures  so 
varied  as  swans,  moose  and  crocuses? 


Two  Little  New  Canadians 

Bong !  Bong !  The  fire  alarm !  Stepping  hurriedly 
into  the  hall  I  discovered  a  guilty-faced  child 
of  three  or  four  just  backing  away  from  the  chain 
on  the  fire  gong.  All  my  words  of  childing  were 
as  nothing  for  the  child  did  not  understand  a  word 
of  English.  She  had  just  arrived  from  Europe  and 
hadn't  yet  reached  the  room  in  the  house  to  which 
she,  her  mother,  and  grand-mother  had  been  as- 
signed. She  saw  at  once  that  we  were  all  helpless 
to  scold  her  when  she  did  wrong,  and  she  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  situation.  She  was  aptly  named 
"little  Iodine"  by  the  girls.  Sometimes  the  tables 
were  turned  and  "Irena"  (that  was  her  given 
name)  would  come  running  to  us,  excitedly  telling 
us  something  in  Lithuanian  and  we  would  have  to 
shake  our  heads  and  shrug  our  shoulders,  muttering 
"nichts  verstche." 


Irena  and  Renata. 

Two  weeks  later,  Renata,  a  seasoned  Canadian 
of  two  years,  made  her  first  Holy  Communion  and 
came  to  see  the  Sisters.  Eenata  was  four  when  she 
first  came  to  us  from  Lithuania  so  we  brought  Irena 
down  to  see  Renata.  The  white  dress  and  veil,  and 
little  gifts  for  Renata  surely  impressed  little  Iodine. 
She  looked  rapturously  at  Renata  and  fingered 
the  veil  with  adoration  in  her  beautiful  dark  eyes. 
She  ran  to  get  her  grandmother  and  had  lots  to  say 
or  ask  about  first  communion.  She  eyed  the  gifts 
and  was  pleased  to  accept  a  holy  card  like  Renata 's. 
She  followed  us  to  the  garden  while  we  took  pic- 
tures. It  was  early  spring,  but  I  am  sure  you  will 
agree  with  me  that  Irena 's  beaming  smile  amply 
makes  up  for  the  leafless  background,  as  she,  pic- 
ture tightly  clasped,  poses  beside  Renata. 

S.O.S.  Ottawa 


THE  PRIEST'S  RETRIBUAM 

When  I  am  dead 
Plant  at  my  head 

The  fruitful  vine; 
Let  wheat  blades  start 
From  the  cold  heart 

That  once  Avas  mine ; 
So  this  God-fed  dust 
May  not  idly  rust 

But  turn  to  wine 
And  to  wafer  meet 
For  the  sacring  sweet 

Of  love  divine. 


WE  JLDGE  OURSELVES  BY  WHAT  WE  FEEL  CAPABLE  OF  DOING;  OTHERS  JUDGE  US  BY  WHAT  WE 

HAVE  ALREADY  DONE, 


8 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


July,  1951 


Yes!  We  Have  News  From  Vilna 


Corpus  Christi  Procession 

SELDOM  has  June  had  a  more  auspicious  he- 
ginnino:  than  this  year.  On  June  1st,  we  cele- 
brated the  feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  the 
First  Friday ;  on  June  '2nd,  the  First  Saturday  of 
our  Blessed  Mother,  and,  in  Vilna,  on  June  3rd, 
the  solemnity  of  the  patronal  feast  of  the  parish, 
which  was  made  memorable  by  a  public  procession 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  from  the  Church  to  the 
Hospital.  Immediately  after  the  parish  Mas'S,  the 
procession  formed.  The  cross-bearer  was  followed 
by  nine  little  flower-girls  whom  Sister  Profit  had 
trained.  The  tiniest  one  was  Enid  Frobb,  our  doc- 
tor's little  daughter,  who  is  only  four.  She  was  so 
proud  and  pleased  each  time  she  threw  a  handful 
of  flowers.  Sister  Profit  walked  with  the  little  ones 
who,  in  the  exuberance  of  their  throwing,  thorough- 
ly pelted  her  with  petals.  Then  came  the  acolytes 
with  censers  and  bells;  then  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, followed  by  the  choir  and  the  faithful, 
English  and  Polish  hymns  were  sung  all  the  way 


Bless  Us,  O  Lord! 


and  Benediction  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament 
with  the  Acts  of  Consecration  and  of  Reparation 
and  a  touching  sermon  by  Father  Warczak.  our 
pastor,  were  given  at  an  altar  constructed  on  the 
hospital  steps. 

We  were  very  proud  of  the  canopy  which  wa-s 
home-made.  At  first  it  seemed  such  a  monumental 
task— and  it  was  a  lot  of  work— but  as  plans  pro- 
gres'sed  and  various  trunks  and  boxes  revealed  al- 
most forgotten  treasures,  our  satisfaction  deepened, 
so  that  on  Saturday  night  it  was  a  verj^  complacent 
group  who  gazed  on  the  finished  product.  Of  course 
the  ones  who  made  the  canopy  had  a  right  to  be 
complacent  but  those  of  us  Avho  didn't,  rejoiced  in 
the  ability  of  our  brethren. 

We  hope  and  pray  that  the  procession  has  ac- 
compli'shed  much  good  in  the  parish.  It  was  a  real 
demonstration  of  faith,  unique  in  the  annals  of 
Vilna.  The  ceremony  did  not  end  until  one  o'clock 
and  the  majority  of  the  people  were  still  fasting. 
Such  efforts  do  not  go  unrewarded  by  Our  Lord ; 
may  He  be  prodigal  with  His  grace  during  the 
forthcoming  parish  retreat. 

Indian  Infants 

Our  Lady's  month  was  a  very  busy  one  in  the 
hospital ;  our  beds  were  filled  almost  faster  than 
we  could  empty  them.  Many  of  the  May  admissions 
were  our  Indian  friend.s,  who  are  always  numbered 
among  our  favorite  patients.  We  had  two  little 
gentlemen  in  the  children's  ward,  though,  who 
threatened  to  mar  the  good  name  of  their  race; 
Ronald  Redcrow,  3  months,  wlio  had  only  one  aim 
and  occupation  in  life— crying;  and  Johnny  Mem- 
nook,  a  dissolute  character  of  11  months  who  was 
only  happy  with  a  bottle.  Johnny  covdd  telescope 
his  bottle  heavenwards  from  any  position.  Stand- 
ing, sitting,  lying  on  back  or  tummy,  the  bottle 
Avas  always  in  Johnny's  mouth  and  with  Johnny 
it  was  always  a  case  of  "bottoms  up." 

And  Gary ! 

Gary  was  another  interesting  occupant  of  the 
children's  ward.  Gary  was  6  and  l^ad  cherished  a 
desire  to  be  in  hospital  for  a  long  time.  We  called 
him  "Doctor"  because  he  was  so  interested  in  all 
that  went  on  about  him.  At  first  he  objected;  "I 
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Joliiiny  With  His  liottle. 


ain't  no  doctor,"  but  later  on  he  acceptetl  the  tith- 
because,  as  he  said,  "You're  gonna  call  me  doctor 
anyway  so  I  might  as  well  be  one."  A  very  well- 
behaved  child,  Gary  could  spend  hours  amusing 
himself.  One  day  he  was  telling  the  story  of  the 
three  little  pigs  and  the  big  bad  wolf,  lie  de- 
scribed the  wolf's  frustration  at  not  being  able  to 
blow  the  house  down,  but,  said  Gary  "on  top  of 
that  he  got  an  idea,  so  he  clim'bed  down  tlie  cliiin- 
ney  and  went — kersplash."  Came  the  day  when 
Gary  was  well  enougJi  to  be  discliarged :  well 
enough,  that  is,  until  he  iieard  he  was  going  home. 
Then  he  developed  a  bad  cold,  oh,  a  very  bad  cold. 
We  showed  him  how  to  use  the  phone  and  he  called 
the  doctor.  "This  is  Gary,"  he  said.  "I'm  catching  a 
cold."  So  of  course  the  doctor  played  up  and  Gary 
went  to  bed  with  a  hot-water  bottle  to  his  head. 
Just  in  case  the  cold  was  genuine  the  doctor  de- 
cided to  keep  him  until  next  day.  The  cold  was  not 
genuine — it  disappeared  as  soon  as  the  danger  of 
being  discharged  was  averted.  But  next  day  we 
kept  quiet  about  home  until  the  time  came  for  Gary 
to  go.  He  bore  up  manfully  and  shook  hands  nil 
round — but  it  was  with  obvious  regret  that  he 
left  us. 


CAMP  MORTON  REPORTING 

Via  Our  Newest  Missionary 

^^T~)  LUP]  skies  smilin'  at  me"— Yes.  the  love- 
J[_)  lie.st  shade  of  Lady  blue.  That's  Camp 
Morton,  and  Berlo  too.  Ever  since  my  first 
days  here  when  the  gund)o  underfoot  made  the  go- 
iuL;  heavy,  still  there  was  Our  Lady's  sky  to  ravie 
the  spirits.  Camp  Morton,  for  those  unfortunate 
ones  who  haven't  heard,  is  ideally  located  on  the 
western  .shoro  of  Lake  Winnipeg.  But  if  I  begin 
to  tell  you  about  the  woods,  the  birds,  the  sunsets, 
and  "Chippy,"  our  tame  little  chipmunk  friend, 
you'll  think  we  are  out  here  on  vacation.  No,  this 
is  a  busy  S.O.S.  mission,  a  thriving  corner  of  the 
A'ineyard.  But  how  nice  to  have  so  much  of  the 
Creator's  beauty  around  us  as  we  toil. 

A  Day  To  Remember 

One  of  the  loveliest  and  l)usiest  week-encls  yet 
was  that  of  May  26th.  The  last  few  weeks  had  been 
busy  ones  at  school— finishing  the  year's  work  in 
preparation  for  June  finals  and  most  important 
of  all,  preparing  the  First  Communion  Class. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  1  picked  up  the  little 
candidates.  They  were  all  excited  about  the  great 
events  to  come.  Quickly  passed  the  afternoon  with 
practice,  Confessions,  and  questioning  by  Father. 
All  went  pretty  well  until  Father  asked,  "How 

Continued  on  page  11 
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SEVEN  SASKATOON  GRADS 

THE  YEAR  IN  REVIEW 


The  Seven  Saskatoon  Grails  with  their  Friends. 

By  lOWN  CHRISTOPHER  jiraduates  knelt  before  the  Chancellor  and  with 

F„               .          .  _  ^        ,    ,  ,       p.,   .  their  cape  formally  received  their  degree.   I  was 
ROM  a  vantage  point  I  watched  them  file  in.               .     .         ,    „          »  i.  r. 
1    ,  .                           ,1,1,,  especially  proud  or  one  oi  the  number,  Uermaine 
They  had  m  common  externallv  the  black              •     '    ,           •       ,  ■. 
„,.__.      .          ;   .  Carriere,  who  received  her  degree  with  distinc- 
gowns  01  their  University  and  internally                 x     x      i          •  j 
.                                ,r      '    ,        .           ■  tion.   I  listened  as  their  names  were  announced : 
their  pride  m  their  Alma  Mater,  plus  a  joy  stem- 
ming from  their  sense  of  achievement.  As  they                 Deloris  Brennan  Bachelor  of  Arts 

went  by,  two  by  two,  I  looked  at  the  girls,  at  their  Germaine  Carriere  Distinction  in  Arts 

proud  happy  faces,  which  glowed  beneath  their  ]\rarianne  Flory   Bachelor  of  Arts 

shining  locks.  Seven  of  their  number  Avere  of  our  Shirley  Ann  Gilbert  Bachelor  of  Arts 

own  group,  the  seven  who  for  the  last  three  Shirley  Ann  Fahlman  ...  ^  Bachelor  of  Arts 

years  resided  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  Residential  Bernice  Rogers    Bachelor  of  Arts 

Club.  Pride  welled  in  mv  heart  as  each  of  the  Elizabeth  Rvan  ....  Bachelor  of  Commerce 
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As  Convocation  proceeded  my  attention  wander- 
ed. Before  my  mind's  eye  the  preceding  twelve 
months,  the  graduates'  final  year,  passed  in  review. 

Again  it  was  September.  I  saw  the  "House"  as 
it  was  that  late  night  of  our  arrival.  Its  red  brick 
walls  beneath  the  exotic  red  roof  were  an  indis- 
tinguishable brown  against  the  purple  star-stud- 
ded sky.  The  tiny  pool  of  light  shed  by  the  corner 
street  light  did  not  reach  the  house.  The  only  light 
to  be  seen  was  the  glow  from  the  sanctuary  lamp 
Avhich  burned  within  the  chapel.  The  turbulent 
waters  of  the  South  Saskatchewan,  now  black-col- 
oured by  the  night,  glowed  scarce  a  giant's  step 
from  my  feet.  The  Sister  who  answered  my  bell 
greeted  me  happily.  The  year  began. 

There  were  many  balmy,  autumn  days.  When 
trees  of  burnished  rust  adorned  either  bank'  of  the 
South  Saskatchewan  the  Sisters  and  "US",  com- 
plete with  picnic  baskets,  enjoyed  the  evening. 
While  the  flames  of  our  camp  fire  leaped  high, 
almost  but  not  quite  into  the  enfolding  branches 
of  the  trees  our  lilting  voices,  harmonized,  were 
wafted  by  a  soft  autumn  breeze  across  the  river. 
When  rain  robbed  u.s  of  remaining  precious  picnic 
hours  we  went  inside  and  whiled  away  the  time 
singing  as  usual. 

By  the  time  the  trees  had  relinquished  their  hold 
on  their  last  leaves  our  heads  were  bent  in  earnest 
over  our  books.  After  Avinter  had  made  the  brown 
pavement  white,  shortened  the  days  and  chilled 
the  air,  two  major  events  took  place — St.  Thomas 
More's  Prom  and  the  S.O.S.  official  programme. 
Ah,  and  Christmas  came  as  it  has  come  in  years 
gone  by.  Carols  sung  by  untrained  voices  rang 
through  the  three  floors  of  the  house.  But  it  was 
soon  over  as  we  all  left  to  commemorate  our  Savi- 
our's Birth  at  home. 

Even  as  it  is  the  custom  to  entertain  our  friends 
in  our  own  home,  so  it  is  here.  We  invited  our 
friends.  After  grace  we  enjoyed  dinner  in  the  can- 
dle-lit banquet  room.  Although  an  air  of  formality 
permeated  the  room  the  lilt  of  quiet  conversation 
was  often  replaced  by  the  hum  of  merry  chatter. 

Lent  came.  Earnestly  we  worked  and  self-denial 
was  the  order  of  the  day.  We  tried  in  our  own  small 
way  to  lighten  the  cross  which  so  cruelly  lay 
across  our  Saviour's  shoulders.  Easter  marked  the 
end  of  Lent.  Quietly  we  enjoyed  the  final  banquet 

Continued  on  page  13 
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long  did  Jesus  stay  on  earth  after  Easter?"  Answer 
— ' '  For  forty  years ! ' '  The  next  morning  four  altars 
were  prepared  before  Mass,  for  the  day  was  to  be 
hallowed  by  a  Corpus  Christi  procession,  too.  Then 
to  Mass  and  soon  time  came  for  Communion.  How 
sweet  to  see  the  little  ones  in  all  their  innocence 
receive  Jesus  for  the  first  time.  How  pleasing  they 
are  to  God,  and  we  pray  they  may  stay  that  way. 
After  Mass  the  procession  got  under  way,  the  First 
Communicants  marching  slowly  along  casting 
flowers  as  they  went.  As  the  procession  made  its 
way  through  the  sunlit  paths  of  the  camp,  the  people 
.sang  hymns  in  German,  Ukrainian,  Polish  and  Eng- 
lish. At  each  of  the  four  beautiful  altars  the  proces- 
sion halted  and  Father  sang  the  Gospel  and  gave 
Benediction.  There  Our  Lord  was  surrounded  by 
masses  of  pure  white  cherry  blossoms  which  seemed 
even  more  fragrant  than  u.sual  for  this  wonderful 
occasion.  On  through  the  woods  to  the  last  altar 
of  all  at  Maryknoll.  Here  our  Lady,  carved  in  white, 
white  marble,  stands  out  against  the  blue  above. 
"Tantum  ergo  Sacramentum"  a  host  of  voices 
raised  the  hymn  and  the  bird  chorus  joined  in. 

The  traditional  Communion  breakfast  for  the 
little  ones  ended  the  morning.  They  were  so  thrilled 
with  the  pretty  table  covered  with  pink  plastic  and 
set  with  pale  blue  dishes.  The  cups  of  hot  chocolate 
disappeared  amazingly  fast. 

And  so  another  Corpus  Christi  Sunday  was  over 
until  next  year. 

MAN  GETS  AND  FORGETS. 
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S.O.S.  Activities  In  Peace  River 


"Thank  You" 

We  wish  to  express  lieai'tfelt  gratitude  t)  .ill 
those  who  answered  our  "washing-machine"  ;tp- 
peal.  We  now  have  a  hopeful  little  "nest-egg"  to- 
wards the  required  sum,  but  we  still  need  mere 
donations  to  make  possible  the  purchase  ol'  a 
suitable  machine. 

Our  thanks  go  also  to  the  generous  benefactors 
in  Prince  Albert,  Sask.,  who  sent  us  a  camera  and 
films;  to  the  kind  friend  in  Guelph  who  donated 
a  library  book ;  and  to  the  S.O.S.  Auxiliary  of  To- 
ronto who  liave  forwarded  to  us  a  valuable  col- 
lection of  catechetical  material — books,  medals, 
catechisms,  rosaries,  etc. 

Some  Memorable  Dates 

April  19th:  While  visiting  our  good  Bishop  in 
McLennan  we  were  asked  if  we  would  care  to 
adopt  a  kitten.  When  we  heard  it  had  been  born 
on  March  17th  we  just  could  not  refuse.  So 
Patsy  came  home  with  us.  What  a  character  she 
turned  out  to  be  under  the  tutelage  of  our  pastor ! 
Tarzan  had  nothing  on  her!!!  She  soon  became  a 
general  favorite  particularly  with  the  children. 
Howevei'  a  plea  for  help  came  from  our  mouse- 
trodden  neighbors  (The  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Cross 
at  Jean  Cote)  and  Patsy  transferred  from  our 


Congregation   at   Wesley    Ci-eek,    a   Peace  River 
Station.    All  one  family  except  one  man  and  girl, 
the  pi'iest  and  Sister. 


Community  to  theirs.  We  trust  she  is  doing  her 
dutj'  there. 

April  24th — 28th:  Our  Sister  General  makes  an 
official  visit  to  each  one  of  our  Missions  once  a 
year.  Every  five  years  this  visit  is  made  by  a 
Sister  appointed  by  Sister  General  and  her  Coun- 
cil. This  visitor  is  known  as  the  Extraordinary 
Visitor.  Well,  this  was  the  year  and  Sister 
Tyszko  was  the  one  appointed.  We  had  a  bene- 
ficial as  well  as  a  delightful  visit  with  Sister 
during  those  days.  Peace  River  was  at  its  best  for 
this  time  of  the  year  except  for  our  Avaterworks. 
We  had  no  trouble  all  winter  even  when  it  drop- 
ped to  50  degrees  below  zero.  At  the  beginning 
of  April,  \Vhen  we  thought  all  danger  was  over, 
our  pipes  froze  out  near  the  main  and  the  town 
equipment  does  not  seem  adequate  to  unthaw 
them.  So  the  only  running  water  we  have  is  the 
beautiful  Peace  River  flowing  by  our  front  door 
in  great  abundance  ! ! ! 

May  8th:  Bishop  Routhier,  Bishop  Coudert  and 
Father  Beuglet  O.M.I,  dropped  in  for  a  visit  with 
us  when  passing  through  Peace  River.  As  I  write 
these  lines,  I  smile  at  the  lack  of  ceremony  dur- 
ing these  "pop  calls"  of  our  beloved  Bishop. 

May  20th:  Ten  children  made  their  First  Holy 
Communion  at  the  8.30  Mass.  This  was  followed 
by  a  Parish  Communion  Breakfast  organized, 
cooked  and  served  by  the  C.Y.O. ;  about  75  par- 
took of  the  substantial  meal. 

Bishop  Routhier  said  Mass  at  10.30  after  which 
he  confirmed  18  children. 

Other  Incidents 

There  is  a  great  parish  spirit  here.  We  just 
have  to  mention  our  wishes  and  they  are  ful- 
filled. As  the  weather  was  a  little  unsettled,  we 
expressed  the  desire  for  transportation  for  some 
of  the  children  who  lived  a  fair  distance  from 
the  Church.  Immediately  three  of  our  young  men 
volunteered  to  look  after  this. 

The  children's  choir,  under  Sister  M's  direction, 
had  prepared  hymns  for  the  F^st  Communion 
Mass.  Sister's  music  pupils  were  also  preparing 
a  little  musical  including  some  choruses.    On  the 
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First  Communicants  at  Peace  River  witli  their 
Pastor. 

eve  of  First  Communion,  Sister  W.,  meeting  one 
of  the  music  pupils  who  had  been  unable  to  at- 
tend many  of  the  ehoir  practices,  reminded  her 
of  the  Mass  saying:  "You  remember  most  of  the 
hymns,  don't  you?"  Our  little  songster  innocently 
replied :  "Sister,  do  you  mean  that  one  '  The  Frog 
and  the  Mouse'  ?" 

Twenty-five  of  our  Correspondence  pupils  com- 
pleted one  of  the  Courses  and  were  the  happy  re- 
cipients of  the  Certificate  for  that  Course.  Joan 
Rusinek  won  the  prize  for  the  highest  average 
making  98%. 


SEVEN  SASKATOON  GRADS 

Continued  from  page  11 

of  the  year — that  given  by  the  Sisters  in  honour 
of  our  graduates. 

My  attention  was  drawn  back  to  Convocation  as 

the  Chancellor  of  the  University  said :   

by  the  power  vested  in  me  I  grant  you  the  degree 

Bachelor  of   "  Again  I  thought  of  our 

graduates.  Soon  they  will  leave  S.O.S.,  leave  the 
rooms  where  they  have  worked  so  hard,  leave  daily 
Mass  in  the  chapel;  in  short,  leave  us  to  carve  their 
mark  in  the  world.  We  shall  not  forget  them,  and 
we  know  they  carry  with  them  pleasant  memories 
of  the  days  spent  in  the  S.O.S. ' '  House  on  the  Hill. ' ' 


EDSON  EDITS 

JUST  in  case  some  of  our  readers  may  think 
that  Edson  has  vanished  off  the  face  of  the 
earth,  we  are  putting  in  our  little  word  to  let 
tiieni  know  we  are  still  in  existence. 

The  "Flu"!   We  had  it,  too! 

In  the  f'arly  part  of  this  year  the  "Flu"  hit 
hard  and  heavy.  The  strange  part  about  it  was 
that  it  hit  Edson  first.  Why  it  should  settle  in 
our  little  town  first  is  beyond  a'.l  human  con- 
ception but  that  it  did,  and  we  are  in  no  doubt 
about  it.  All  members  of  the  staff  were  going  full 
speed  as  patients  continued  to  pour  in.  They  were 
admitted  at  such  a  rate  that  we  were  finally 
obliged  to  set  up  beds  in  the  halls  and  some, 
who  were  not  critically  ill,  were  refused  admit- 
tance. Although  several  of  the  patients  were  in 
a  serious  condition,  owing  to  the  excellent  care  of 
doctors  and  nurses,  no  deaths  resulted.  As 
several  members  of  the  staff  were  among  the 
victims  the  remaining  personnel  were  doing 
double  duty,  but  all  remained  pleasant,  kind  and 
good-natured. 

Snow  and  More  Snow 

While  the  "Flu"  raged  the  snow  continued  to 
fall  at  an  equal  rate  of  speed.  There  seemed  to  be 
no  end  to  either  "Flu"  or  snow.  No  sooner  would 
the  snow  be  removed  from  paths  and  roofs  when 
another  downfall  would  appear.  However,  as 
all  things  in  the  world  come  to  an  end,  so  did  the 
snow.  There  was  great  rejoicing  as  our  famous 
Alberta  sun  peeked  around  the  corner  and  a  nice 
chinook  blew  up. 

And  then — the  Mud ! 

Everyone  sat  back  and  thought  troubles  were 
over  but,  alas,  the  next  situation  was  worse  than 
the  first,  for  in  the  place  of  snow  we  had  mud, 
mud,  and  more  mud — and  such  mud.  Never  be- 
fore had  we  seen  anything  like  it.  The  "light- 
weights" were  not  too  badly  off,  but  tiie  poor 
"heavy-weights"  just  sunk  and  stuck.  The  roads 
were  impassable  for  vehicles.  One  morning  a 
patient  was  brought  in  from  the  bush,    lie  had 

Contiiuied  on  page  16 
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"No.  4"  Continues  Current  Events 


WE  know  our  readers  will  be  interestec?  in 
learning  of  the  activities  that  have  taken 
place  at  this  Residential  Club  for  Girk 
since  the  last  issue  of  "The  Field  At  Home"  so 
we  will  cover  at  least  some  of  them. 

Nineteen  Club  Members  made  a  closed  retreat, 
March  30th  to  April  1st  inel.  at  Marian  Hall, 
Dawlish  Avenue,  under  the  guidance  of  Rev.  M.  J. 
LaPierre,  S.J.  For  many  this  was  their  first 
closed  retreat. 

The  "Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary"  are  aflame 
with  enthusiasm.  On  April  19th  they  held  a 
Bridge  and  Euchre  here  at  the  Club.  Twenty-two 
tables  plaj^ed  while  the  Members  of  the  Auxiliary 
as  hostesses  saw  to  the  comfort  of  everyone.  After 
refreshments  prizes  were  awarded  to  "winners'' 
and  "luck  draws".  This  success  has  acted  as  a 
"high  charged"  spark  for  greater  doings  to  aid 
the  Missionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

One  evening  Rev.  Father  Dorsey,  C.S.B., 
kindly  brought  the  projector  and  showed  the 
"Joyful  Hour"  film  by  Father  Peyton  to  the 
Sisters  and  girls. 

May  6th  was  the  Communion  Breakfast  in 
honour  of  our  sweet  Mother  Mary.  Following  the 
nine  o'clock  Mass  in  the  Mother  House  Chapel 
the  girls  returned  to  the  Club's  reception  room  for 
breakfast. 

Rev.  W.  Harris,  S.J.,  addressed  the  group  on 
"What  the  Priesthood  means."  He  elucidated  the 
call  by  Christ  of  a  soul  to  be  His  ambassador  and 
to  carry  on  His  work  even  to  the  uttermost  parts 


The  "Madonnas" — Girls  of  30  Yoai*s  Ago. 


of  the  earth,  also,  how  others  are  called  by  Christ 
to  share  indirectly  in  His  pi'iesthood  by  helping 
those  whom  Christ  has  chosen  to  receive  Holy 
Orders.  The  speaker  reminded  us  that  Pope  Pius 
X  had  said  that  of  good  works  none  were  more 
pleasing  to  God  than  to  help  educate  priests. 
]\Ientioning  that  it  took  a  man  fifteen  years  to 
become  a  Jesuit,  Father  was  asked  what  the  train- 
ing consisted  of  during  those  fifteen  years,  where- 
upon he  explained  in  detail  the  courses  and  stages 
in  the  formation  of  a  Jesuit.  It  was  all  most  en- 
lightening and  interesting.  Miss  Marguerite 
Murphy  introduced  the  Speaker  and  Miss  Elva 
Williams  thanked  him  for  coming. 

The  monthly  meeting  of  the  Auxiliarj-  took 
place  on  May  10th  and  among  other  things  they 
planned  a  "Tea"  to  be  held  early  in  the  Fall. 

Our  spirits  were  keenly  saddened  on  the  10th, 
by  the  news  of  the  sudden  death  of  one  of  the 
original  Club  Members,  Mrs.  J.  Gilbride  (Bridget 
Collins)  mother  of  nine  children  including  Infant 
Margaret.  Bridget  was  ever  a  faithful  member 
of  the  Madonna  Club  and  a  loyal  supporter  of 
everything  pertaining  to  "No.  4".  Her  example 
as  a  Catholic  Mother  and  frequent  Communicant 
while  caring  for  her  large  family  bespoke  her 
generous  and  noble  character. 

Our  Madonnas.  Ever  since  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice took  charge  of  the  Hostel  (as  it  was  then 
known)  in  1924,  many,  many  girls  from  overseas 
and  various  parts  of  Canada  have  lived  here  and 
found  a  "home  away  from  home"  with  the 
Sisters.  Those  who  have  remained  in  this  part  of 
the  country  and  married  have  formed  themselves 
into  the  "Madonna  Club".  During  the  Fall, 
Winter  and  Spring  they  meet  each  Tuesday  night 
and  have  a  little  social  evening  among  them- 
selves. Also  each  year  the3'  come  to  the  Crown- 
ing of  Our  Lady  and  bring  their  children.  Once 
a  year,  in  the  Spring,  they  have  a  "Reunion  Tea". 
This  year  it  was  held  on  the  third  Sunday  of 
May  and  was  a  big  success.  It  was  thrilling  to 
see  members  representing  groups  from  1924  to 
1951  meet  and  discuss  their  present  jobs,  homes, 
children,   and   future   as   they   sipped    tea  in 


THE  PUREST  ORE  IS  PRODUCED  FROM  THE  HOTTEST  FURNACE. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


their  first  home  in  Canada.  The  tea  table  was 
centred  with  a  bouquet  of  delicate  spring  blos- 
soms and  pink  candles. 

A  "Day  of  Recollection"  was  scheduled  for 
May  27th.  Reverend  Father  Lawless,  C.Ss.R.,  of- 
fered the  Holy  Sacrifice  in  the  Chapel  at  nine 
o'clock  and  conducted  the  retreat.  Conferences 
were  given  at  eleven  and  one  o'clock.  "No.  4" 
was  so  quiet  that  at  times  one  wondered  if  one 
were  in  the  Mother  House,  but,  on  looking  around 
one  saw  here  and  there  young  ladies  thinking 
seriously  and  prayerfully,  or  reading  some  re- 
ligious book.  Some  spent  their  spare  moments  in 
the  chapel  "talking  things  over"  with  their 
Eucharistic  Friend.  Peace  and  earnestness  was 
expressed  on  each  countenance. 

The  weather  on  the  27th  was  fitful.  Intermit- 
tent rain  threatened  to  spoil  the  annual  outdoor 
procession  but  our  Immaculate  Mother  saw  that 
the  clouds  drifted,  and  the  sun  shone  warmly 
from  2  :-15  until  6.  At  three  o'clock  after  the  re- 
citation of  a  decade  of  the  Rosary  the  procession 
started,  led  by  the  little  daughters  of  the  Madon- 
nas, dressed  beautifully  in  white,  wearing  veils, 
carrying  baskets  of  flowers,  and  the  statue  of  our 
Blessed  Mother.  They  were  followed  by  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Club,  carrying  the  banner  of  Our 
Lady.  The  procession  went  first  to  the  Shrine  in 
the  garden,  then  around  the  Mother  House  into 
the  Chapel.  There  the  Crowning  took  place,  fol- 
lowed by  a  memorable  sermon  on  the  influence  of 
Mary  on  our  daily  lives.  After  Benediction  of 
the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament  the  procession  again 
formed  and  wended  back  to  the  garden  Shrine 
where  the  children  placed  their  baskets  at  Our 
Lady's  feet. 

It  is  traditional  on  "The  Crowning  Day"  for 
the  children  and  their  mothers  to  remain  for  din- 
ner. Special  tables  were  set  in  the  Reception 
Room  for  "the  little  people"  while  their  mothers 
ate  in  the  dining  room  as  in  days  gone  by.  The 
youngsters  soon  found  one  of  the  girls  who 
played  the  piano  for  them  to  dance.  After  they 
had  joyfully  exhausted  themselves,  the  oldsters 
could  resist  no  longer  ^  Amid  peals  of  laughter 
dance  after  dance  was  stepped  off.  We  were  de- 
lighted with  the  gaiety  that  finished  off  so  beau- 
tifully the  "Crowning  Day." 

The  Commimion  breakfast  for  the  month  of 


Cluhli-on  of  the  IMadoiinas  Who  Took  Part  in  the 
May  Procession. 

June  took  place  on  the  3rd  and  Rev.  Father  Mac- 
Isaac,  C.Ss.R.,  R.C.N. ,  H.S.H.Q.,  kindly  came  from 
Ottawa  as  guest  speaker.  Father  Maclsaae  gave 
us  a  most  interesting  and  detailed  account  of  his 
last  cruise  on  an  aircraft  carrier:  of  his  visit  to 
Ireland,  Scotland,  England,  Norway,  Sweden, 
Denmark,  and  Holland;  of  the  wonderful  recep- 
tion given  the  Canadian  Navy  by  the  authorities 
of  those  countries.  He  also  told  of  his  visit  to 
Rome,  his  presence  in  the  Basilica  so  near  to  the 
Holy  Father,  his  private  interview  with  the  Hoiy 
Father;  his  being  in  Lourdes  and  there  meeting 
at  the  grotto  his  superior.  Archbishop  Roy ;  tlie 
life  and  sufferings  of  St.  Bernadette ;  of  his  visit 
to  the  Shrine  of  the  Miraculous  Medal  in  Paris 
and  of  how  our  Blessed  Mother  arranged  for  him 
to  visit  Lisieux  and  the  Convent  of  the  Little 
Flower  when  to  do  so  seemed  so  hopeless;  and 
finally  Fatima.  To  this  Shrine,  Fatima,  Father 
was  accompanied  by  one  hundred  and  sixty-six 
sailors  from  The  Ship.  He  told  us  of  his  visit 
with  the  parents  of  Jacinta  and  Francesco,  of  the 
intense  sufferings  of  the  children  that  souls  may 
be  saved  from  Hell,  and  so  many  other  wonder- 
ful things  that  space  does  not  permit  us  to  repeat. 

Miss  Kathleen  Kane  introduced  Father  to  the 
Members  and  Miss  Adele  Salem  thanked  him  for 
giving  us  the  privilege  that  was  ours  that  day. 


WHIAT  WE  ARE  IS  GOD'S  GIFT  TO  US:  WHAT  WE  BECOME  IS  OUR  GIFT  TO  GOD. 
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Continued  from  page  13 
been  on  the  road  from  2  p.m.  two  days  before. 
He  had  to  be  carried  from  the  liighway  to  the 
hospital  oil  a  streteher. 

Floods,  Too! 

The  picture  illustrates  the  main  street  with  an 
imaginary  steamship  sailing  on  the  water.  While 
this  photo  gives  an  exaggerated  idea  of  things,  in 
reality  it  was  a  very  serious  state  of  affairs.  As 
no  patients  could  come  in  on  the  roads,  woi'k  in 
the  hospital  became  slack.  Then,  lest  the  devil 
find  a  few  idle  hands,  it  was  suggested  that 
Spring  cleaning  should  get  underway.  By  the 
time  this  reaches  our  readers  we  lio])e  to  have 
everything  spic  and  span  and  shining. 

The  Martyrs  Did  It 

One  of  our  patients  was  unfortunate  enough  to 
have  his  hand  badly  cut.  It  was  necessary  to  re- 
move two  fingers  and  part  of  the  hand.  The  skin 
from  the  amputated  fingers  was  grafted  on  the 
remaining  part  of  the  hand.  Time  went  on  and 
it  looked  as  if  the  "graft"  was  not  healing  prop- 
erly which  meant  the  operation  would  have  to 
be  done  all  over  again.  Naturally  the  patient 
was  very  down-hearted  and  discouraged.  One  of 
the  Sisters  suggested  that  he  go  to  the  chapel 
every  day,  make  the  Novena  and  apply  the  relics 
of  the  Canadian  Martyrs  to  the  injured  part. 


This  he  did  most  faithfully  and  at  the  end  of  the 
Novena  the  Doctors  said  the  hand  was  healing 
nicely  and  the  patient  was  discharged  shortly 
afterwards. 

Star  Patient 

Our  star  patient  was  little  Billy— aged  five 
years.  Billy  liad  an  infected  eye  and  was  with 
us  for  a  couple  of  months.  Everyone  tried  hard 
to  spoil  him,  but  he  was  exceptionally  good  and 
the  friend  of  all.  Everything  was  going  along 
fine  until  a  little  pal  came  in  to  play  one  after- 
noon during  the  Christmas  Season.  To  everyone's 
amazement  it  was  suddenly  discovered  that  the 
camel's  head,  belonging  to  the  crib  in  the  sun 
porch,  was  broken.  Sister  asked  Billy  what  had 
happened.  lie  admitted  that  he  and  his  pal  were 
trying  to  make  the  camel  eat  pine  needles!  As 
punishment,  Billy  was  confined  to  his  room  for  a 
day.  He  was  very  much  in  disgrace  and  he  knew 
it.  Never  once  during  the  day  did  he  attempt  to 
leave  the  room  without  permission.  When  his 
eye  was  healed  and  he  was  dischai'ged  there  were 
more  than  a  few  of  us  just  a  little  bit  lonesome. 


Don't  Waste  Mosquito  Bites! 

A  little  gii-1  in  Grade  II  said  very  seriously  one 
daj^  after  the  mosquitoes  had  been  giving  the 
class  a  particularly  bad  time  of  it:  "God  let's  the 
mosquitoes  bite  us  so's  we  can  make  up  for  our 
sins." 


YOU  ARE  EDUCATED  IF  YOU  CAN  DO  WHAT  YOU  OUGHT  WHETHER  YOU  WANT  TO  OR  NOT. 


Why  I  Became  A  Sister  Of  Service 


I WOULD  be  happy  to  be  able  to  state 
that  the  pure  love  of  God  had  led  me  to 
embrace  the  religious  state,  but  alas  it 
was  not  so.  it  was  the 
pure  love  of  self  which 
expressed  itself  in  em- 
bracing a  mode  of  life 
in  which,  in  the  words 
of  St.  Bernard  "We 
fall  more  rarely,  ^ve 
rise  more  quickly,  we 
live  Avith  greater  re- 
straint and  we  arrive 
at  detachment  more 
rapidly."  Eternal  Sal- 
vation was  my  goal  and 
this  seemed  the  safest 
road  to  travel.  Pru- 
dence born  of  the  de- 
sire of  self-preserva- 
tion led  me  to  the  con- 
vent. 

Havnig  made  the 
great  decision,  there 
remained  the  choice  of 
a  community.  Much 
Avas  to  be  considered. 
I  took  stock.  I  was  to- 
tally unprepared  for 
any  specialized  branch 
of  work;  though  not 
robust  my  health  was 
good  and  I  believed  I 
possessed  .good  will. 
Missionary  work  ap- 
pealed to  me.  The 
Congregation  of  No- 
tre-Dame  where  I  had 

received  my  education  was  a  teaching  order, 
I  Avas  not  prepared  to  teach  nor  had  1  the 
qualities  of  a  teacher. 

Mother  had  subscribed  to  a  little  quar- 


terly magazine  called  "The  Field  at  Home." 
At  first  I  had  paid  little  attention  to  it, 
admiring  the  colorful  cover  and  put- 
ting it  aside,  not 
bothering  to  open 
it.  I  cannot  recall  just 
Avhen  the  Holy  Spirit 
prompted  me  to  open 
the  booklet  and  really 
look  it  over,  but  the 
day  did  come,  and  be- 
fore long  I  was  wishing 
it  Avas  a  monthly  pub- 
lication. This  Avas  ap- 
parently just  Avhat  I 
was  looking  for,  The 
Institute  Avas  Mission- 
ary and  offered  a  di- 
versity of  occupa- 
tions, it  might  even 
find  something  for  me 
to  do.  Thereafter  I 
sought  for  information 
concerning  the  Insti- 
tute, and  before  long 
was  seeking  admission. 

Considerable  time 
has  elapsed  since  that 
momentous  day,  and  I 
am  sorry  to  say  that  hu- 
man nature  still  pre- 
vails and  my  selfish 
motive  still  exists.  May 
I  ask  the  readers  of 
these  lines  to  offer  a 
prayer  for  the  Avriter, 
that,  granted  length  of  days,  she  may  ap- 
pear before  her  Creator  stripped  of  self 
and  burning  Avith  the  PURE  LOVE  OF 
GOD. 
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OUT  TO  MEET  THE  FRONTIER 


THE  future  of  a  young  country  like  Canada 
lies  to  a  large  extent  on  the  frontier  zone. 
All  the  forces  of  the  nation  .  .  .  economic, 
social,  political  and  religious,  are  at  play  to  win 
this  growing  and  ever-expanding  frontier.  For 
the  settled  parts  of  a  country  belong  to  its  past; 
the  frontier  belongs  to  its  future.  That  future  may 
mean  years  of  vicissitude,  of  stress  and  need,  of 
long  and  patient  waiting,  of  unremitting  toil  and 
struggle.  Yet  the  lure  of  the  frontier  remains 
and  ever  beckons  the  high-minded  and  stout- 
hearted pathfinders.  While  their  hands  touch 
the  crude  realities  of  the  present  their  eyes  are 
riveted  on  the  promises  and  possibilities  of  the 
future.  The  needs  of  today  are  the  opportunities 
of  tomorrow. 

The  Church  and  the  Nation  are  in  the  making  on 
the  frontier.  It  will  be  long  years  before  t'le 
Church  out  West  will  see  her  forces  organized  ijito 
parish  units  as  in  the  East.  In  the  meantime  if 
the  contact  between  the  Catholic  settlers  and  the 
Church  is  broken  the  losses  will  be  great.  A  whole 
generation  has  been  born  and  brought  up  with 
hardly  any  knowledge  of  the  Faith  of  their  Bap- 
tism. Did  not  St.  Paul  say  that  Faith  cometh  by 
hearing?  And  how  will  the  children  of  the  Prairies 
and  the  mountains  hear  the  saving  message  unless 
a  teacher  be  sent  to  them.  . 

The  "Sisters  of  Service"  were  founded  specifi- 
cally for  our  Home  Mission  Field.  Their  primary 
work  is  to  preserve  or  re-establish  the  saving  ct  in- 
tact of  Mother  Church  with  the  isolated  Catliolie 
settler.  Like  John  the  Baptist,  they  go  before  the 
Lord's  anointed  to  prepare  the  way,  teaching 
Christ's  doctrine  particularly  to  the  little  ones  of 
His  Fold  who  live  out  of  reach  of  established 


parishes.  The  Sisters  visit  the  lonely  homestead, 
and  their  beneficial  influence  is  continued  by  ibcir 
"Catechetical  Correspondence  Course"  and  tiic 
' ' Reniailing  of  Catholic  Literature." 

There  is  enough  faith  left  in  the  hearts  of  our 
Catholic  settlers  to  appreciate  their  reaching  out 
to  help  their  own  souls  and  the  souls  of  their  dear 
little  ones. 

The  periodical  visits  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  to 
the  homesteads  of  Catholic  settlers  on  the  fringe 
of  the  country  will,  we  are  convinced,  awaken  the 
embers  of  a  dying  faith,  and  fan  them  into  a  new 
flame.  The  kindly  touch  of  the  Catholic  Sister  is 
very  often  more  telling  than  a  long  sermon.  In- 
difference and  apathy  melt  away  in  the  presence 
of  her  devotedness  and  self-sacrifice ;  and  the  soul, 
once  baptized,  soon  finds  itself  Christian  again. 

Out  of  the  depths  of  thoiLsands  of  Catholic  souls 
arises  today  the  poignant  cry  for  spiritual  aid.  Dis- 
jiossessed  as  they  are  of  the  facilities  for  Christian 
worship  and  of  the  sacramental  and  doctrinal  life 
of  the  Church  they  will  soon  lose  their  spiritual 
anchorage  and  be  swept  away  to  destruction. 

Let  us  widen  the  range  of  our  Catholic  vision 
and  listen  to  the  urge  of  our  responsibilities.  The 
need  of  our  Catholic  brothers  in  the  Faith  is  our 
opportunity.  To  neglect  this  opportunity  would 
be  to  fail  in  one  of  our  greatest  duties  and  to  act 
against  our  own  spiritual  interests. 


DON'T  WAIT  FOR  YOUR  SHIP  TO  CX)ME  IN;  ROW  OUT  TO  MEET  IT. 
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AN  URGENT  NEED 

Are  you  willing'  to  contribute  to  a  very  pressing 
need?  The  furnace  in  our  Mother  House  has 
burnt  itself  out  and  is  beyond  repair.  As  winter 
is  now  in  the  offing,  it  is  imperative  that  we  go 
into  a  very  heavy  expense  to  replace  this  furnace. 
We  therefore  appeal  to  our  benefactors  for  their 
kind  help. 

A  few  years  ago  we  had  to  face  such  an  expense 
for  our  Novitiate.  A  generous  soul  came  to  our 
rescue  and  sent  us  a  bond  for  $1,000.00.  We  are 
just  wondering  if  we  could  find  among  our  bene- 
factors one  who  would  do  likewise. 

Trustfully  awaiting. 


THE  YOUNG  PRIEST  TO  HIS  HANDS 

Time  was  when  you  were  powerless, 

To  shrive  and  sign,  anoint  and  bless, 

Clasped,  you  worshipped  from  afar 

That  Host  as  radiant  as  a  star, 

Your  palms  were  barren  still,  and  cold 

You  might  not  touch,  you  might  not  hold, 

GOD,  whom  the  signs  of  bread  enfold. 

But  now,  ah !  now,  most  happy  hands 
You  hold  the  Saviour's  swaddling  bands. 
You  lift  His  tender  limbs  and  keep 
The  snowy  bed  where  He  doth  sleep. 
His  Heart,  His  Blood,  His  Being  Fair 
All  God  and  Man  is  in  your  care. 
You  are  His  Guardians  everywhere ! 

You  pour  the  wine,  you  break  the  bread, 
For  the  great  Supper,  sweet  and  dread. 
You  dress  the  rood  of  sacrifice 
Whereon  the  morning  Victim  lies, 
And  when  my  trembling  accents  call 
Swift  leaping  from  His  Heaven's  walls 
On  YOU  the  Light  Of  Glory  falls ! 


FAMILY  WELFARE  AT  "NO.  4" 

One  Saturday  morning  the  Immigration  De- 
partment phoned  asking  us  to  accommodate  a 
Dutch  family  who  had  just  arrived  from  Holland, 
and  as  Saturday  was  ushering  in  a  long  week-end 
nothing  could  be  done  for  them  by  the  Depart- 
ment until  Tuesday.  They  came  up— father, 
mother,  J enny,  4 ;  Susie,  2,  and  Oscar,  only  5  weeks, 
reclining  in  his  wicker  basket.  As  a  few  of  our 
girls  were  away,  we  had  two  spare  beds  into  which 
the  mother  and  girls  were  put  while  the  father 
obtained  a  room  in  the  neighbourhood.  They  were 
V.  Catholic  family  of  faith  and  courage.  We  took 
care  of  them  and  on  Tuesday  they  were  placed 
( n  a  farm  by  the  Department. 

The  door  bell ! ! !  One  never  knows  what  it 
means.  When  we  answer  the  door-bell  at  "No.  4" 
there  are  often  surprises. 

One  night  Sister  Superior  answered  the  door 
at  10 :45  to  find  a  man  standing  there  who  said 
he  had  a  family  of  mother  and  eight  children. 
Would  we  take  them  in?  Well!  But  where  to 
place  them  when  all  the  beds  were  already  taken. 
Fortunately  a  hotel  near  by  had  accommodation 
for  the  whole  family  for  the  night. 

Next  day  they  came  to  us  for  their  meals.  We 
provided  sleeping  accommodation  for  the  mother 
and  four  girls,  while  the  father  and  four  boys 
returned  to  the  hotel  each  night.  They  are  a  family 
that  one  might  read  about  but  hardly  expect  to 
know. 


Dutch  Family.    Baby's  travelling  basket  in 
foregi-ound 


TELLING  YOUR  TROUBLES  ALWAYS  HELPS.    THE  DUMB  INDIFFERENCE  OP  OTHERS    3VL4KBS  YOU 

MAD  ENOUGH  TO  KEEP  ON  FIGHTING. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


"DIG  MY  GRAVE  A  LITTLE 
DEEPER!" 

When  a  certain  French  Ambassa- 
dor to  England  became  seriously 
ill  in  London,  his  friends  came  to 
visit  him.  One  of  his  Anglican 
friends  put  this  strange  question 
to  the  Catholic  Ambassador:  "Are 
you  not  afraid  to  die  here?  If  you 
are  buried  here,  you  will  find  your- 
self among  none  but  heretics."  But 
the  sick  man  gave  an  answer  very 
much  to  the  point:  "Of  course  I 
am  not  afraid.  I  shall  leave  orders 
that  my  grave  is  to  be  dug  a  few 
feet  deeper  than  is  usual.  There  I 
shall  be  among  none  but  Catholics." 

A  fitting  reply.  Today  there  are 
300  varieties  of  religion  calling 
themselves  Christian,  each  claiming 
Christ  for  its  own.  But  if  we  dig 
a  little  deeper  into  history,  we  find 
the  Catholic  Church  everywhere. 
If  we  dig  back  500  years,  we  find 
that  at  ,that  time  there  were  not 
yet  300  different  Christian  Church- 
es but  only  two:  Catholics  who  were 
in  union  with  the  pope  and  those 
who  belonged  to  the  Greek  Ortho- 
dox Church.  If  we  go  back  1,000 
years,  we  find  only  one  Christian 
Church:  the  Catholic  Church,  with 
the  pope  at  its  head. 


WATCHMAN  AVTL^T  OF  THE 
NIGHT? 

Has  tlie  world  reached  the  state 
prophesied  twenty  years  agO'  by  M. 
Jacques  Maritain:  "Nowadays  tlie 
devil  has  made  such  a  mess  of 
everything  in  the  system  of  life  on 
earth  that  the  world  will  presently 
"become  uninhabitable  for  anybody 
but  iSiaints.  The  rest  will  drag  their 
lives  out  in  despair  or  fall  below 
the  level  of  man.  The  stresses  of 
human  life  are  too  oppressive; 
merely  to  exist,  one  has  to  expose 
oneself  to  too  many  snares.  Chris- 
tian heroism  will  one  day  become 
the  sole  solution  for  the  problems 
of  life.  Then,  as  God  proportions 
His  graces  to  human  needs  and 
tempts  nobody  beyond  his  strength, 
we  shall  doubtless  see  coincident 
with  the  worst  condition  in  human 
history  a  flowering  of  sanctity  ..." 

Pray  God  that  the  light  may  come 
to  dissipate  the  darkness. 


TWO  VITAL  QUESTIONS 

There  are  two  questions  in  the 
beginning  of  Genesis  that  illustrate 
the  God-given  personal  responsibil- 
ity of  man.  The  first  is  the  ques- 
tion of  God  to  Adam:  "Where  art 
thou?"  The  second  is  the  ques- 
tion of  God  to  Cain:  "Where  is 
Abel  thy  brother?"  In  both  ques- 
tions the  Bible  goes  to  the  heart 
of  mans  being  and  meaning.  He 
is  to  make  a  response  to  the  person- 
al search  of  God,  and  he  is  to  bear 
a  personal  responsibility  for  his 
l)rotheT.  Man  could  not  evade  his 
personal  response  to  God  by  saying 
that  the  woman  tempted  him,  and 
he  could  not  evade  his  personal 
responsibility  for  his  brother  by 
saying  that  such  responsibility  was 
not  his  and  could  be  turned  over 
to  any  other  power.  When  God 
raises  such  questions  as  those — ■ 
and  He  raises  them  to  every  man 
and  woman  in  every  generation  as 
He  did  in  the  Garden  of  Eden — 
God  is  not  speaking  to  a  commun- 
ity. He  is  alone  with  a  man.  And 
in  that  moment  man  cannot  excuse 
himself  by  saying  that  his  commun- 
ity is  immoral  and  has  corrupted 
him,  any  more  than  Adam  could 
transfer  his  ti-<espo/isibility  to  a 
temptress,  or  any  more  than  Cain 
could  transfer  his  responsibility  to 
the  Community." 

(Russell  J.  Clinchy) 


WE  ARE  OFF  THE  BEAM 

That  the  twentieth  century  is 
out  of  joint  is  demonstrated  by 
twentieth  century  headlines,  which 
are  bloodier  than  those  of  any  other 
century   Although  the  cent- 

ury is  now  only  at  its  half  way 
mark,  it  has  already  poured  out 
more  human  blood  than  any  other 
preceding  twenty-five  centu.ries  .  . 
...  .A  thing  is  out  of  joint  when 
it  lacks  the  necessary  relationship 

 Our    century    is  suffering 

from  such  a  lack   It  lacks 

proper  relationship  with  God  

The  century  has  drifted  off  the 
beam.  IMan  cannot  manage  human 
society  without  God's  help.  This 
is  what  the  twentieth  century  is 
trying  to  do. 

J.  A.  Toomey,  S.J. 


WHY  DOBS  OATHOLK^ 
BDl^(|\TION  STRESS  THE 
HEREAFTER? 

How  grateful  must  we  be  to  the 
Church  for  reminding  us  always  in 
season  and  out  season  of  the  es- 
sential condition  of  our  existence, 
for  that  continual  "sursum"  which 
she  presses  upon  us.  Nothing  is 
more  superficial  than  the  charge 
made  against  her  of  losing  sight  of 
immediate  realities,  of  neglecting 
man's  urgent  needs,  by  speaking  to 
him  always  of  the  hereafter.  For 
in  truth  the  hereafter  is  far  nearer 
than  the  future,  far  nearer  than 
what  we  call  the  present.  It  is  the 
eternal  found  at  the  heart  of  all 
temporal  developments  which  gives 
it  life  and  direction.  It  is  the  au- 
thentic Present  without  which  the 
present  itself  slips  like  dust  through 
our  hands.  If  modern  men  are  so 
absent  from  each  other  it  is  pri- 
marily because  they  are  absent  from 
themselves  since  they  have  aban- 
doned this  eternal  which  alone  est- 
ablishes them  in  being  and  enables 
them  to  communicate  with  one 
another. 

(Henri  d'Lubec,  S.J.) 


EDUCATION  HAS  A  RELIGIOUS 
VALUE 

"If  it  is  in  the  interest  of  freedom 
that  the  Church  and  the  Sltate  be 
kept  apart,  it  is  equally  in  the  in- 
terest of  freedom  that  the  school 
be  divorced  from  the  State.  That 
IS  so  because  it  is  impossible  to  im- 
munize education  against  religious 
values." 

(Human  Events) 


JUSTICE  .IND  DEATH 

Father  de  la  Colonibiere  was  pro- 
foundly convinced  that  no  man  can 
satisfy  the  justice  of  God  for  the 
smallest  offence  and  this  was  a 
source  of  joy  to  him  because  he  was 
relieved  of  uneasiness  as  to  whether 
ho  did  penance  enough  since  we 
cannot  efface  guilt  at  all.  Only 
God's  blood  can  do  that  and  God's 
blood  has  been  shed  for  each  and 
every  one  of  us.  We  must  do  our 
part  since  we  are  not  saved  against 
our  will  and  hence  we  must  keep 
on  doing  penance  but  without  dis- 
quiet. It  is  better  to  owe  your 
pardon  to  God's  mercy  rather  than 
to  your  own  efforts  and  the  greater 
the  sins  the  more  mercy  will  He 
bestow  to  consume  them. 


HE  THAT  THINKETH  BY  THE  INCH  AND  TALKETH  BY  THE  YARD  SHOULD  BE  KICKETH  BY  THE  FOOT. 
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RETREAT  AND  PROFESSIONS 

On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption,  follow- 
ing an  eight-day  Retreat  preached  by  Reverend 
Father  Devlin,  S.J.,  a  profession  ceremony  was 
held  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  Novitiate  chapel. 

The  Pi'ofess-ion  Mass  was  sung  by  Reverend 
Father  Dowling,  S.J.,  assisted  by  Reverend  Father 
Robinson,  of  Saskatoon.  Reverend  Father  Daly, 
C.Ss.R.  and  Reverend  Father  Devlin  were  present 
in  the  sanctuary.  The  music  of  the  new  Mass 
for  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption  was 
beautifully  rendered  by  the  Novitiate  choir. 

The  Mass  was  followed  by  the  profesion  cere- 
mony, presided  over  by  Reverend  Father  Daly, 
assisted  by  Father  Dowling  and  Father  Devlin. 
Pei'petual  Vows  were  taken  by  Sister  Marie  Mac- 
Dougall  (Ohio  Valley,  Antigonish,  N.S.)  ;  and 
first  profession  was  made  by  Sister  Ann  McPhee 
(Kirkland  Lake,  Ont.),  Sister  Lena  Renaud  (Mc- 
Gregor, Ont.),  Sister  Justina  Wirachowsky 
(Duvernay,  Alta.)  and  Sister  Helen  Hayes  (Wil- 
liams' Lake,  B.C.). 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  the  holy  habit  was  re- 
ceived by  Sister  Pauline  Ford,  Sister  Theresa 


ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Duffley,  Sister  Isabel  Ellis  and  Sister  Margaret 
Mollard. 

Three  postulants  entered  on  July  26th,  Feast 
of  St.  Ann. 

Mission-Bound 

Shortly  after  Profession  Day,  Sister  MacDou- 
gall  returned  to  Rycroft,  Alberta,  to  continue  her 
work  of  teaching  in  the  public  school  there.  Sis- 
ter Renaud  left  for  Winnipeg,  Sister  Hayes  went 
to  the  Residential  Club  at  4  Wellesley  Place  and 
Sister  IMcPhee  remains  in  the  Novitiate  to  render 
valuable  assistance  for  a  while. 

Three  junior  professed  sisters,  who  have  been 
studying  at  the  Mother  House  for  the  past  year, 
were  assigned  to  Missions  as  follows:  Sister  Liota 
to  Montreal,  Sister  O'Donnell  to  Ottawa,  and 
Sister  Deighen  to  Sinnett,  Sask. 

We  wish  them  God's  choicest  blessings  on  the 
work  they  will  undertake  in  the  portion  of  His 
Vineyard  to  which  they  have  been  appointed. 


Newly-Pi-ofessed 
Sister  MrPhee,  Sister  Hayes,  Sister  Renaud, 
Sister  Wirachowsky 


FROM  THE  LOWEST  DEPTH  THERE  IS  A  PATH  TO  THE  LOFTIEST  HEIGHT. 
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Our  New  Novices  and  Postulants 


MISSIONS  WILL  RANK  ABOVE  CRUSADES 

The  Holy  Father  speaking  to  the  Supreme  Coun- 
cil of  the  Pontifical  Society  on  one  occasion  said : 
"We  believe  history  will  at  a  future  day  declare 
the  work  for  the  missions  to  be  far  above  the  deeds 
of  the  Crusaders.  The  Crusaders  tried  to  achieve 
their  objects  with  military  or  political  weapons. 
The  missions  work  with  the  sword  of  the  spirit— 
truth,  love  and  self-sacrifice.  The  task  the  Cru- 
saders set  themselves  was  to  free  the  Holy  Land 
and  in  particular  the  Holy  Sepulchre— doubtless  a 
noble  aim— and  also,  from  an  historical  point  of 
view,  the  Crusaders  meant  to  defend  the  Faith  and 
culture  of  the  Christian  West  against  Islam.  The 
work  of  the  missions  goes  farther.  Its  task  is  to 
make  the  whole  world  a  Holy  Land ;  to  extend  the 
Redeemer's  reign  over  souls." 


NOTES  FROM  VANCOUVER 


Mothers  and  Fathers  Honoured 

Among  the  outstanding  events  of  the  summer 
was  the  Mothers'  Day  Communion  Breakfast  in 
St.  Monica's  Priory,  Lulu  Island.  The  mothers 
were  the  honored  guests  while  the  husbands  and 
sons  very  efficiently  cooked  and  served  the  break- 
fast. Many  parish  benefactors,  seated  at  the  head 
table,  made  after-dinner  speeches.  The  children, 
trained  by  the  Sisters,  recited  short  poems  and 
sang  a  hymn.  They  were  happy  to  perform  be- 
fore so  many  Very  Important  Persons.  Fatliers' 
Day  was  celebrated  in  a  similar  way  but  this  time 
the  Fathers  and  Sons  formed  the  select  group.  . 

Weiner  Roast 

Also  in  May  there  was  a  weiner  roast  down  on 
Spanish  Banks.  This  was  a  unique  experience 
for  our  New  Canadians.  The  cool  breeze  from 
English  Bay  made  us  huddle  around  the  roaring 
camp  fire  though  John  and  Chester,  'teen-agers 
who  learned  to  swim  in  Africa,  ventured  far  out 
in  the  water  undaunted  by  whisipers  of  quick- 
sand. Several  couples  danced  the  Spanish  Taran- 
tella on  the  beach  to  recorded  music. 

Mountain  Heights 

From  the  beach  to  Grouse  Mountain  is  just  a 
mental  hop.  Grouse  is  a  favorite  rendevouz  all 
the  year  round.  Whether  the  peak  is  attained  by 
trail,  chair  lift,  bus  or  automobile  there  is  always 
the  thrill  of  being  1800  feet  above  the  city.  One 
can  look  down  into  the  Capilano  Valley,  and  the 
Lions — two  peaks  so  named  by  Pauline  Johnson 
— are  not  far  away.  Here  the  girls  have  had 
many  interesting  experiences.  Once  a  bear  was 
seen  prowling  on  Crown  Peak;  again,  berries  were 
picked  in  a  cloud. 

Baseball,  Too 

Through  the  last  four  months  runs  the  warp 
and  woof  of  baseball — regular  practise  and  sche- 
duled games.  The  battery  of  St.  Augustine's  CYO 
all-girl  team  are  Club  residents,  quite  proud  of 
their  "nine"  winning  first  prize  in  the  tourna- 
ment at  Sechelt.  That  was  the  closing  event  of 
the  season. 

Coming  Events 

Now  we  are  planning  for  the  immediate  future. 
A  barbecue  is  presently  under  construction  at  the 
rear  of  our  garden  enclosure  and  we  hope  to  have 
a  corn  roast  before  the  cold  weather  sets  in.  A 
Polish  party  and  a  Hallowe'en  masquerade  are 
coming  events.    Never  a  dull  moment ! 


THEY  ARE  SLAVES  WHO  DARE  NOT  BE  IN  THE  RIGHT  WITH  TWO  OR  THREE. 
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Edmonton  Club  —  A  Year  in  Retrospect 


Dear  Sister  Editor : 

Last  year  at  this  time  I  was  in  Toronto  prepar- 
ing for  Final  Vows.  Many  beautiful  memories  of 
those  three  months  at  the  Mother  House  come  and 
go  during  these  busy,  busy  days  of  summer.  The 
advice  of  our  Retreat  Master:  "Do  the  little  tliinus 
in  a  big  way,"  has  been  a  great  inspiration  duririi^ 
the  past  twelve  months. 

You  often  ask  me  to  write  and  tell  you  of  our 
work  here.  You  would,  perhaps,  like  to  read  of 
great  and  wonderful  things— but  our  life  of  service 
is  made  up  of  little  kindnesses  and  little  services 
for  others  done,  we  hope,  in  a  big  way— for  God. 
Would  you  like  to  hear  of  some  of  these  little 
things? 

Our  Christmas  Crib 

The  one  that  I  remember  best  is  the  beautiful 
Christmas  Crib,  made  for  our  reception  room  by 
Reverend  Leo  Green.  It  was  a  masterpiece !  Noti 
only  because  of  the  artistic  workmanship,  but  be- 
cause it  was  erected  on  top  of  the  piano,  where  be- 
cause of  its  pesition  of  honour  in  the  front  room, 
it  told  the  story  of  Christmas  for  forty  days.  It 
gave  to  our  girk  a  new  and  spiritual  outlook  on 
this  beautiful  season  which  before  had  meant  little 
more  than  giving  presents  and  going  home.  This 
is  only  a  small  thing,  but  it  brought  a  greater  love 
and  understanding  of  Christ's  Birthday  into  our 
home. 

One  Full  Meal  a  Day ! 

Lent  with  its  fasting,  puzzled  many  of  our  girls. 
There  was  one  in  particular  who  was  studying  our 
religion  and  drawing  near  to  the  great  day  of  First 
Holy  Communion— on  Holy  Thur'sday.  She  lis- 
tened to  the  others  di.scussing  fasting  and  saying 
only  one  full  meal  a  day  was  allowed  during  Lent. 
So  she  attended  Mass  each  morning,  went  to  woi'k 
and  came  in  at  six  o'clock  for  her  dinner — her 
first  bite  for  the  day !  She  had  understood  that 
she  could  eat  only  one  meal  in  24  hours.  We 
didn't  realize  that  this  was  her  interpretation  until 
Ave  noticed  how  tired  she  appeared  each  evening. 
She  was  greatly  relieved  to  learn  what  fasting 
really  meant,  and  as  she  is  not  yet  twenty-one,  it 
was  not  even  binding  on  her.  On  Holy  Thursday 
she  and  two  others  who  had  been  taking  instruc- 
tions made  their  First  Holy  Communion.  Our 
chapel,  which  had  been  recently  i-e-decorated,  was 
beautiful  and  our  choir  sang  the  High  Mass. 

The  girl  who  helps  us  around  the  house  is  a  New" 
Canadian  and  has  a  very  sweet  voice.  So  we  took 


time  off  each  afternoon  during  Lent  to  learn  to 
sing  the  Mass.  She  loved  that  half-hour,  and  if 
there  didn't  always  seem  time  to  give,  she  would, 
plead,  "Let  us  go  to  the  'little  church'  and  sing." 
Little  by  little  she  perfected  each  .phrase  and  led 
the  singing  on  our  converts'  great  day. 

Happy  Easter 

On  Holy  Saturday  a  member  of  the  Newman 
Club  phoned.  Could  we  accommodate  a  young 
girl  for  Easter  Sunday?  She  had  nowhere  to  go; 
she  was  working  her  Avay  through  University  and 
those  for  whom  she  was  working  were  going  away. 
Could  we  take  her?  Yes.  She  came  and  spent  a 
very  happy  day  with  seven  other  girls  who  had  no 
homes  of  their  own.  Just  one  of  the  small  kind- 
nesses that  make  the  girls  remember  the  "home 
away  from  home"  after  they  have  taken  their  own 
place  in  our  great  city. 

Our  Boys 

I  must  tell  you  of  our  three  little  boys — Bobby, 
Georgie  and  Terry.  Bobby  and  Georgie  are  bro- 
thers—Catholics who,  by  force  of  circumstances, 
must  attend  public  school ;  they  come  twice  a  week 
for  catechism.  Bobby  is  eight  and  a  year  older 
than  his  brother,  .so  his  classes  are  on  Tuesday  and 
Friday.  The  second  time  he  came  he  brought 
along  a  friend,  Terry,  who  is  nine.  At  first  Terry 
didn't  seem  to  be  paying  much  attention,  and  as 
he  is  not  a  Catholic  I  didn't  direct  any  of  the  les- 
son his  way.  Gradually  he  came  a  little  closer  to 
our  corner  and  soon,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  was 
questioning  and  answering,  showing  that  in  the 
preceding  lessons  he  hadn't  missed  a  thing.  Now 
it  is  he  that  reminds  Bobby  that  it  is  the  "Sister's 
Day,"  and  he  is  always  the  first  to  get  here.  He 
has  said  that  he  is  going  to  be  a  Catholic  when  he 
grows  up  and  is  very  proud  of  the  fact  that  he  has 
sanctifying  grace  because  he  was  baptized.  Every 
time  he  comes  he  asks  to  visit  Jesus  and  wishes  he 
could  make  his  First  Communion. 

Georgie  is  seven  now  and  has  just  m^de  his  First 
Communion.  He  is  the  boy  with  the  64-dollar 
questions.  "How  did  the  angels  fight?  With 
swords  or  bows  and  arrows?"  "Where  is  the 
beautiful  garden  now?"  "How  big  is  hell?" 
"Why  don't  Protestants  have  to  go  to  church?" 
When  talking  to  him  about  sins  and  the  different 
ways  Ave  can  sin  Ave  came  to  sins^of  omission.  "Oh, 
I  knoAV  Avhat  that  is,"  interrupted  Georgie,  "it's 
when  you  try  to  get  into  the  show  and  pay  no  ad- 
mission. ' ' 


REBUKE  A  WISE  M.\N  AND  HE  WILIi  LOVE  THEE. 


1).  i*.  Wedding  (jiiuiip.    The  l)ride  is  a  dental  surgeon,  x\lio  lived  at  the  Edmonton 
Club  while  attending  University  in  order  to  take  a  course  which  would  permit  her 
to  practice  dentistry  in  Alberta.     The  wedding  breakfast  was  held  at  the  Club, 
the  only  home  the  bride  knew  in  Canada 


Misinterpretation 

A'S  you  know,  our  heli3er  is  a  New  Canadian.  We 
were  having  whipped  cream  on  our  desserts— ai 
treat  indeed.  The  cream  was  whipped  and  I  was 
going  to  chapel  for  prayers.  "Put  it  on  all  the 
desserts,"  I  said,  "put  it  on  ours  now."  She  re- 
peated with  rather  a  puzzled  look,  "Put  on  allf" 
"Yes,"  I  said,  and  went  off  to  the  chapel.  When 
I  returned  she  had  put  all  the  cream  on  the  four 
desserts  for  the  Sisters — and  the  girls  had  none. 

Rhubarb  in  Four  Languages 

The  New  Canadians  come  every  Thursday  for 
supper.  A  few  weeks  ago  we  had  120  lbs.  of  rhu- 
barb to  cut  up.  We  began— two  sisters  and  two 
girls — working  outside  under  a  beautiful  Alberta 
sky.  In  a  few  minutes  the  back  door  opened  and 
two  friends,  one  Hungarian  and  the  other  Ukrai- 
nian, came  over  to  say  "Hello"  and  with  amused 
smiles  started  to  help  with  the  rhubarb,  one  wash- 
ing, the  other  cutting  off  ends.  In  another  half 
hour  four  more  joined  us.  In  the  midst  of  oper- 
ations Reverend  Father  Thomehuk,  also  a  New 


Canadian,  hearing  the  chatter  and  laughter,  came 
to  see  what  it  was  all  about  and  he,  too,  stood  and 
talked  until  the  rhubarb  was  all  ready  for  canning. 
Since  many  nationalities  were  present  the  conver- 
sation was  a  mixture  of  German,  Polish  and 
Ukrainian  mingled  with  English.  The  next  day  wo 
canned  156  quarts. 

Holy  Mass  for  the  Latvians 

Another  occasion  to  remember  is  the  day  the 
Latvian  Catholics,  all  New  Canadians,  had  Holy 
Mass  celebrated  in  our  chapel  by  Reverend  Father 
Dobson  just  for  themselves.  They  sang  their  own 
hymns,  accompanied  by  Sister  D.  on  the  organ. 
Father  Dobson  spoke  to  them  beautifully  of  the 
reason  for  our  existence.  It  is  impossible  to  give 
even  part  of  his  touching  sermon,  but  his  explan- 
ation of  how  impo.ssible  it  is  for  us  to  understand 
God's  mysteries  will  always  be  remembered.  He 
•said  we  all  know  the  mosquito,  in  fact,  only  too 
well.  It  has  life ;  it  has  brains  enough  to  know 
where  to  find  food,  but  we  could  talk  to  that  mos- 
quito for  hours  telling  it  about  the  atom  bomb  and 
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it  would  fly  away  without  any  idea  at  all  of  what 
we  were  saying.  Our  intellects  are  not  even  as 
great  as  that  of  the  mosquito  when  we  compare 
them  with  God's.  We  can't  understand,  but  we 
must  believe.  After  Mass  they  had  breakfast  to- 
gether and  remained  to  talk  and  sing  until  late  in 
the  afternoon.  It  was  a  great  get-together  for  all 
of  them. 

The  days  go  quickly  with  many  amusing  inci- 
dents livening  up  our  parties  and  entertainments. 
It  is  these  little  every-day  happenings  that  make 
the  house  at  9919 — 105th  Street  a  real  home  for 
those  who  have  travelled  far  from  the  place  of 
their  birth. 


THE  CALL 

So  many  others  I  might  ask, — 

Yet  I  am  calling  thee ! 
And  still  thou  hesitatest,  child. 

To  come  and  follow  Me? 

Each  sacrifice  I  will  repay— 

The  great  ones  and  the  small— 

None  shall  be  lost  in  Heaven 's  count 
Where  I  am  Judge  of  all. 

Come !  I  shall  make  thy  burden  light, 

My  yoke  a  bondage  sweet. 
That  shall  bring  gladness  to  thy  heart 

And  swiftness  to  thy  feet. 

Come !  give  thy  will,  thine  all  to  Me, 

And  live  forever  more! 
Each  sacrifice  thou  makest  now 

In  My  own  Heart  I  '11  store. 

And  when  life's  pilgrimage  is  o'er 
AVith  thee  I'll  keep  My  tryst, 

In  Heaven's  Court  thou  shalt  be  called 
A  chosen  spouse  of  Christ. 


HER  NAME  WAS  "MARY" 

Mary  is  a  beautiful  name  in  any  language  and 
there  have  been  thousands  of  Marys  along  the 
entire  length  of  the  rank  and  file  of  life.  The  two 
extremes  met  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross- Mary,  the 
purest  Purity,  in  her  mantle  of  virgin  blue,  and 
the  other  Mary,  in  her  violet  robe  of  penance. 

One  night,  a  little  before  12,  the  doorbell  clanged. 
A  man  and  a  slight  young  girl  stood  dark  against 
the  moonlight  on  the  porch.  The  climbing  roses 
threw  a  black  and  silver  filigree  at  their  feet. 

"Sister,"  said  the  man,  "I  met  this  young  girl 
on  the  street;  she  tells  me  that  she  has  no  place 
to  stay  tonight.  I  am  a  single  man  with  only  a 
room  so  I  thought  I'd  take  a  chance  on  bringing 
her  here.    I  hope  it  is  O.K." 

"Yes,  certainly,  thank  you  so  much.  I  am  sure 
the  dear  Lord  will  reward  your  kindness  to  the 
poor  child,"  answered  the  Sister. 

The  girl  stepped  past  the  man  into  the  dim 
night-light  of  the  front  hall,  and  he,  with  a  cheery 
"Good-night,  Sister,"  ran  down  the  steps. 

Sister  said  very  little  to  Mary  that  night,  except 
to  ask  her  to  have  a  glass  of  milk  and  some  cookies 
before  going  to  bed;  but  the  next  morning  early, 
we  learned  that  Mary's  mother  was  dead  and  that 
her  father  had  disappeared.  She  was  employed 
in  a  hospital  and  had  been  locked  out.  She  ad- 
mitted that  other  girls  were  often  too  late  for 
the  closing,  but  had  always  found  a  window  which 
would  open.  Not  a  window  would  budge  for  Mary 
that  night. 

In  her  consternation  she  ran  back  into  the  street 
and  told  an  approaching  stranger  of  her  plight. 
He  listened  to  her  and  then,  as  though  thinking 
aloud,  said:  "Well,  1  believe  your  best  bet  is  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  They  may  not  have  an  empty 
bed  but  I  believe  they  will  take  you  in,  anyway. 
I  will  go  along  with  you  to  see  how  things  turn 
out." 

Mary  went  back  to  work  in  the  morning,  but 
was  dismissed  on  the  spot  for  being  out  without 
leave.  Nothing  we  could  say  for  her  would  save 
her,  so  that  evening  she  was  back  with  us  with 
all  she  owned  in  the  world,  in  a  big  carton.  We 
waited  a  couple  of  days  to  let  her  nerves  get 
settled  and  to  allow  her  to  rest  and  make  herself 
at  home.  She  was  a  beautiful  girl— of  European 
origin,  and  very  young,  not  quite  sixteen. 

Mary  was  a  problem  in  her  ow^  way.  She  was 
mature  for  her  age,  very  bright,  quick  to  learn, 
with  a  strong,  stubborn  disposition.  She  was  de- 
termined that  come  what  might  she  would  not 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Summer  Work  in  And  Around  Sinnett 

By  a  Saskatchewan  S.O.S.  Missionary 


VACATION  schools  started  on  July  2nd.  Our 
first  pupils  were  to  be  the  children  from 
the  "North  Church"  that  is,  St.  Patrick's 
Church,  just  north  of  Sinnett.  We  set  out  for 
Manresa  School  where  classes  were  to  be  held. 
When  Father's  car  turned  in  at  the  School  gate, 
and  came  to  a  stop,  our  catechumens  came  to 
greet  us.  There  were  forty-five  of  them,  ranging 
in  ages  from  five  to  sixteen  years.  Before  long 
classes  got  under  way.  The  Reverend  Pastor  had 
the  bigger  boys  set  up  benches  in  the  basement 
where  the  senior  group  met.  The  juniors  oc- 
cupied the  one  classroom  upstairs.  Both  groups 
were  interested,  and  eager  to  learn.  Many  had 
come  a  long  distance  to  be  present  at  the  cate- 
chism classes.  One  family  drove  some  ten  miles 
each  day.  A  nine  year  old  and  his  seven  year  old 
sister  came  nine  miles  each  morning  with  horse 
and  buggy.  Three  big  boys,  brothers,  came  on 
their  dad's  tractor,  proud  of  having  come  alone. 

Recess  time,  of  course,  was  always  enjoyed. 
The  juniors  played  dodge  ball  while  the  senior 
group  played  softball.  Excitement  ran  high  dur- 
ing the  softball  games,  as  the  boys  refused  to  be 
defeated  by  the  girls.  The  girls  screamed  and  the 
boys  shouted  in  excitement  as  many  close  games 
were  played. 

On  Saturday,  classes  met  in  the  Church  rather 
than  in  the  school.  In  the  afternoon  all  the  chil- 
dren went  to  confession,  and  on  Sunday  at  the 
8 :30  mass  five  little  children  received  their  First 
Holy  Communion.  It  was  a  general  communion 
Sunday  for  all  the  children.  During  the  Mass 
the  children  prayed  aloud  and  sang  several 
hymns.  All  were  enrolled  in  the  scapular  after 
Mass.  The  children  then  sang  a  hymn  in  honor 
of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima. 

There  is  a  large  group  here  at  St.  Patrick's  in 
the  confirmation  class.  Father  told  the  people 
that  the  Abbot  would  confirm  them  early  in 
September.  St.  Patrick's  is  under  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  the  Abbot  of  Muenster. 

Mission  Week  in  Sinnett 

The  week  of  July  8th  was  a  very  important 
week  in  and  around  Sinnett.  It  was  the  week  of 
the  parish  mission.  Rev.  H.  Bartley,  C.Ss.R., 
preached  the  mission  which  was  very  well  attend- 
ed. The  mission  exercises  were  held  every  morn- 
ing at  7 :30  and  every  evening  at  7 :30.  The 
Saturday  of  the  mission  week  was  Our  Lady's 
day.    At  the  opening  of  the  evening  service,  the 


children,  followed  by  the  altar  boys  and  the 
Reverend  Pastor  walked  in  procession  into  the 
church,  and  took  their  places  at  the  front,  near 
Our  Lady's  beautiful  shrine.  Under  the  direction 
of  the  missionary,  the  children  raised  their  rig]>t 
hands  towards  our  Lady's  shrine,  and  consecrated 
themselves  to  Our  Blessed  Mother.  The  adults 
then  stood  up,  and  repeated  the  act  of  consecra- 
tion. The  people  had  brought  flowers  in  abund- 
ance with  which  to  decorate  the  church.  On  Sun- 
day morning  there  was  a  general  communion  for 
the  whole  parish.  The  solemn  closing  of  the  mis- 
sion took  place  at  3  p.m.  Sunday  afternoon. 

Lanigan  Mission 

During  the  week  of  July  16th,  we  taught  in 
Elmsville  School,  north  east  of  Lanigan.  Some 
forty  children  attended,  representing  all  grades, 
from  I  to  X.  They  were  a  lively,  happy  group, 
and  quick  to  learn.  They  worked  hard  during 
class,  and  played  well  at  recess  time.  Dodge  ball 
and  softball  were  the  recess  sports,  and  both  were 
enjoyed  by  the  children,  especially  when  Father 
joined  them,  and  played  with  them.  The  children 
who  were  prepared  for  their  First  Communion 
here  at  Elmsville,  received  their  First  Communion 
at  St.  Ignatius  Church,  Sinnett  on  Sunday.  All 
were  enrolled  in  the  scapular. 

St.  Mary's— Wynyard 

St.  Mary's  Church,  Wynyard,  was  the  scene  of 
our  labors  for  the  next  two  weeks.    One  class 


"Dodge-ball"  at  Wynyard 


THE  WIOKED  FX,EB  WHEN  NO  MAN  PUKSUETH,  BUT  THEY  RIAKE  BETTER  TIME   WHEN   SOMEONE  LS 
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was  held  in  the  church,  the  other  in  the  Boy  Scout 
Hut  near  the  church.  We  were  kindly  given  per- 
mission to  use  the  Scout  Hut.  About  40  children 
attended  the  vacation  school  for  two  weeks.  On 
August  4th,  the  First  Saturday  in  August,  eleven 
children  received  their  First  Holy  Communion, 
and  after  a  brief  explanation  of  the  history  of 
the  scapular,  the  devotion,  and  the  benefits  result- 
ing from  being  enrolled  in  the  scapular,  and  wear- 
ing the  scapular  or  the  scapular  medal,  the  chil- 
dren were  enrolled. 

Each  evening,  during  the  two  weeks  we  were  in 
Wynyard,  we  had  choir  practice  in  the  church  for 
a  couple  of  hours.  Our  objective  was  to  learn  a 
high  Mass  in  preparation  for  the  opening  of  the 
mission  in  Wynyard  on  August  5th.  We  prac- 
ticed the  Mass  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  choir, 
consisting  of  some  eight  young  ladies,  and  three 
or  four  men,  was  very  faithful  in  attending  choir 
practice  each  evening. 

The  mission  in  Wynyard  opened  with  high  Mass 
on  Sunday  morning,  August  5th.  It  was  to  be 
preached  by  Rev.  H.  Bartley,  C.Ss.R.  The  choir 
sang  its  "first  liigh  Mass."  The  young  people  did 
very  well,  and  deserve  a  great  deal  of  credit  for 
their  performance,  spirit  and  generosity.  What 
the  Wynyard  choir  did  proves  just  what  can  be 
done  with  generosity  and  good  will.  Congratula- 
tions, Wynyard ! 

A  Week  at  Jansen 

After  two  weeks  in  Wynyard,  we  left  for  Jan- 
sen for  a  week's  stay  in  the  town.  Classes  were 
held  in  the  Public  School.  The  classes  were  not 
large  here.  Two  little  boj's  were  prepared  for 
First  Communion,  and  received  their  First  Com- 
munion at  St.  Ignatins  Church,  Sinnett,  on  Sun- 
day, August  12th. 


With  this  little  group  in  Jansen  we  ended  an- 
other vacation  school  season  spent  entirely  in 
Father  Juzynic's  missions  around  Sinnett.  We 
enjoyed  our  work,  and  were  grateful  for  the  op- 
portunity to  help  our  pastor  even  a  little  in  his 
work  for  souls. 

An  Expression  of  Gratitude 

After  Mass  on  Sunday,  August  12th,  the  pastor 
and  the  people  of  Sinnett  grouped  outside  the 
church,  and  as  a  token  of  their  appreciation  pre- 
sented Sister  Barton  with  a  set  of  travelling  bags. 
Sister  Barton,  after  spending  seven  years  teach- 
ing in  Sinnett,  has  heon  transferred  to  Peace 
River,  Alberta.  The  parish  and  school  distri<'t 
expressed  their  gratitude  to  Sister  for  her  years 
of  devoted  service  in  the  district.  We  take  this 
opportunity  of  thanking  Father  Juzynic,  the 
people  of  the  parish  and  district,  and  the  pupils 
of  Loyola  School  for  this  expression  of  their  ap- 
preciation and  gratitude.  And  to  Sister  Barton 
we  say  "A  very  sincere  thank  you,  and  God  he 
with  you  in  your  new  field  of  work." 


TRIBUTE 

In  these  days  when  the  possibility  of  Chris- 
tian unity  is  being  widely  debated,  it  is  gratify- 
ing to  see  properly  infoi'med  non-Catholic  clergy- 
men paying  tribute  to  the  Church. 

One,  Rev.  Charles  B.  Mitchell,  Methodist  minis- 
ter of  Chicago,  says : 

"I  like  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  because  it 
stands  so  immovably  in  its  allegiance  to  Jesus 
Christ  as  very  God.  None  of  its  leaders  ever 
questions  the  deity  of  Jesus. 

I  also  like  it  because  it  believes  in  the  religious 
training  of  its  children,  and,  at  great  sacrifice 
of  time  and  money,  does  it. 

I  like  it  because  it  stands  for  the  purity  of  the 
home  life  and  the  sanctity  of  the  marriage  vows. 
Thank  God  for  that  Church's  strong  and  clear 
protest  against  the  cheap  divorce  mills  which  dis- 
grace our  American  civilization.  I  honour  that 
Church  for  what  it  is  doing  in  the  building  and 
maintenance  of  hospitals  and  asylums.  I  honour 
it  for  its  defence  of  the  Bible,  and  am  almost 
ready  to  condone  its  futile  battle  against  "mo- 
dernism" for  it  is  so  tremendously  in  earnest  to 
stem  the  tide  of  a  godless  materialism. 

I  specially  thank  God  for  the  stand  tJiat  Church 
takes  in  this  land  against  anarchy  on  the  one 
hand  and  an  impossible  Socialism  on  the  other.  . 
I  go  to  sleep  every  night  with  ayfirmer  feeling  of 
security,  because  we  have  in  this  city  a  branch 
of  the  Christian  Church  known  as  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church." 

(Sunday  Visitor). 
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CHRISTIAN  ISLAND  IN  JUNE 


HOW  happy  we  were  as  the  four  of  us  set  out 
for  Christian  Island  on  the  morning  of 
June  6th.  It  had  not  seemed  possible  that 
in  the  midst  of  studies  we  could  pack  our  books 
and  transfer  our  Mother  House  classroom  to  this 
historic  island.  But  by  noon  we  had  reached  Pene- 
tanguishene,  the  oldest  town  in  Ontario.  There, 
after  a  lovely  dinner  at  the  home  of  Mrs.  Andrew 
Martin,  we  visited  the  beautiful  and  inspirational 
St.  Ann's  Memorial  Church.  The  corner  stone 
of  this  impressive  building,  with  its  towers  over- 
looking the  bay,  was  laid  on  September  5,  1886, 
by  His  Grace  Archbishop  Lynch  of  Toronto  as  a 
national  monument  in  memory  of  the  Huron  Mis- 
sions and  in  honour  of  the  martyrs  de  Brebeuf, 
Lallemant  and  their  companions. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Martin  drove  us 
out  through  Lafontaine,  the  centre  of  a  thriving 
Catholic  community,  past  Toancha,  the  landing 
place  of  Father  LeCaron  and  Champlain,  past 
Carhagwa,  where  Father  LeCaron  said  the  first 
Mass  in  Ontario  August  12,  1615,  and  on  to  Cedar 
Point,  the  place  of  embarkation  for  Christian 
Island.  There,  through  the  courtesy  of  Mr. 
Gauthier,  the  Indian  agent,  the  Government  boat 
awaited  us,  and  in  a  short  twenty  minutes  we  had 
crossed  the  four  miles  that,  at  this  point,  separates 
the  island  from  the  mainland. 

It  was  a  beautiful  sunny  afternoon,  so  with 
the  lovely  waters  of  the  bay  behind  us,  we 
walked  past  the  saw  mill,  the  Community  Hall, 
the  Protestant  Church,  through  the  recently  plant- 
ed pine  grove,  up  the  sandy  road  to  the  Catholic 
School  and  Sisters'  residence.  The  Sisters  saw 
us  coming  and  hurried  to  meet  us.  We  visited 
the  tiny  chapel  off  the  schoolroom,  asked  God's 
blessing  on  our  two  weeks,  made  a  quick  inspec- 
tion of  our  surroundings  and  in  a  few  minutes 
sat  down  to  a  jolly  supper  together. 

We  Looked  Through  Our  Windows 

As  some  of  the  older  pupils  had  gone  to  pick 
berries  we  found  it  would  be  possible  to  borrow 
four  desks  from  the  classroom.  These  we  placed 
in  the  sun  porch  with  its  large  gaily  draped 
windows.  It  was  in  this  iporch  that  we  spent 
many  busy  happy  hour^^,  scarcely  leaving  it  except 
for  prayers,  meals  and  a  little  help  with  house- 
hold chores.  From  the  windows,  when  we  were 
really  ambitions,  we  saw  the  sun  rise,  and  nearly 
always  enjoyed  there  the  reflection  of  the  setting 
sun.  When  Sister  thought  we  were  working  too 
hard,  she  would  suddenly  appear  with  a  tray— 
hot  coffee  and  cookies— then  disappear  while  we 


enjoyed  the  treat.  There,  too,  the  morning  after 
-we  arrived  we  were  surprised  to  hear  in  sweet 
tones  the  Kyrie  and  Gloria  sung  by  the  children 
in  the  classroom.  It  was  an  evidence  of  culture 
that  should  some  time  help  to  uplift  hearts  that 
do  not  have  much  to  keep  them  from  clinging  per- 
haps too  readily  to  the  things  of  earth,  even  the 
scanty  earth  of  Christian  Island.  From  these 
windows  we  watched  with  interest  what  seemed 
to  us  every  variety  of  Ontario  bird.  But  perhap-; 
what  we  enjoyed  most  were  the  faces  of  the  chil- 
dren as  they  passed  by  the  window,  which  they 
did  as  frequently  and  as  slowly  as  possible — eager 
to  see  the  new  Sisters. 

Church  Bells 

We  seemed  to  be  on  the  island  for  all  the  big 
events.  On  Saturday  Father  McElligott,  S.J., 
parish  priest  of  Waubashene,  was  over  for  the 
marriage  of  one  of  the  girls  of  the  Island.  That 
i-junday  it  rained,  so  we  could  not  get  to  Lafontaine 
for  Mass.  At  9  :30  a.m.  the  bells  of  the  Protestant 
Church  began  to  peal.  At  9 :31  the  bells  of  our 
Church  took  up  the  challenge  and  continued  to 
ring  for  some  minutes  after  the  heretical  chimes 
had  ceased.  At  10:00  and  10:30  our  bells  rang 
again.  At  11 :00  we  went  to  church.  Many  of  the 
children  and  several  adults  had  gathered.  Be- 
tween hymns  they  read  the  prayers  of  the  Mass 
together.  In  the  evening  the  same  group  as- 
sembled, this  time  to  sing  the  Vespers  in  Indian. 
This  was  very  well  done  and  we  found  it  edi- 
fying. 

Around  the  Island  by  Boat 

Mr.  Gauthier  kindly  arranged  to  hold  his  an- 
nual treat  for  the  school  children— a  boat  ride 


Sisters  Enjoy  a  Peaceful  I.uiieh  on  Clirisliaii 
Island. 
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itself  a  reward  for  any  work  the  project  entailed. 
We  had  decided  to  carry  on  as  if  the  ladies  were 
present  and  the  manners  were  perfect,  each  child 
helping  himself  as  the  Sisters  passed  the  dishes. 
One  little  seven-year-old  expressed  the  sentiments 
of  all  when  in  tones  of  awe  she  said :  "I  was  never 
at  a  banquet  before."  The  meal  ended  with  gen- 
erous portions  of  strawberry  shortcake  topped 
with  real  whipped  cream. 

After  dinner,  the  children  entertained  us  with 
a  short  program.  One  twelve-year-old  boy,  whom 
we  had  already  named  "Kim,"  played  beauti- 
fully on  the  piano.  All  did  their  best  and  we  had 
a  very  happy  hour  in  the  classroom.  From  there 
we  went  to  the  school  yard  for  sports — races, 
high-jumjping  and  soft  ball.  At  4:20  the  children 
dispersed  and  we  washed  the  dishes. 

Happy  Ending 

Late  Saturday  night  Mr.  Gauthier  told  us  to 
be  ready  to  cross  the  Bay  at  7  :30  as  Father  Mc- 
Elligott,  so  consistently  thoughtful  of  the  Sisters 
and  their  welfare,  would  have  a  car  for  us  at 
Cedar  Point  to  take  us  to  the  Martyrs'  Shrine  for 
Mass.  We  had  a  very  pleasant  day  there,  espe- 
cially as  it  was  the  first  time  three  of  us  had 
visited  this  sacred  spot,  hallowed  by  the  footsteps 
of  our  beloved  Canadian  Martyrs. 


around  the  Island— while  we  were  there.  At  9  :30 
all  arrived  at  the  dock  with  lunches  under  their 
arms.  Soon  we  Avere  on  our  way  around  the 
Island,  sixty  exceedingly  well  behaved  children, 
the  two  teachers  from  the  other  school,  a  parent 
or  two,  and  six  Sisters  of  Service.  The  day  was 
perfect  and  every  moment  pleasant.  At  12  :30  we 
stopped  at  the  now  unused  lighthouse  for  lunch. 
At  1 :30  we  returned  to  the  boat  and  reached 
home  before  three.  The  two  schools  closed  the  day 
with  a  ball  game. 

Dinner  Was  Ready,  But  .  .  . 

Friday  was  election  day  on  the  Island.  Once 
every  three  years  the  Indians  elect  a  chief,  and 
this  was  the  day.  That  day,  too,  we  were  expect- 
ing to  welcome  the  Ave  Maria  Group,  fourteen 
ladies  from  Toronto  who  have  done  much  to  help 
the  Island  Mission.  They  were  to  attend  Mass 
in  the  Church,  after  which  we  had  planned  to 
serve  dinner  for  them  in  the  classroom.  To  com- 
plete last-minute  preparations  we  rose  early, 
finished  setting  the  tables  with  our  dishes,  supple- 
mented by  some  borrowed  from  Mrs.  Gauthier 
and  the  teachers  from  the  other  school,  made  table 
centres  of  wild  roses  and  then  waited — fasting! 
One  little  boy,  Paul,  was  to  make  his  First  Holy 
Communion  at  the  Mass.  By  11:30  we  decided 
that  something  must  have  gone  wrong,  since  there 
was  no  sign  of  our  visitors.  This  was  confirmed 
almost  immediately  when  Mr.  Gauthier  sent  a  boy 
to  tell  us  that  Father  McElligott  had  phoned 
Wednesday  to  say  the  ladies  were  not  coming, 
but  there  had  been  some  error  in  delivering  the 
message.  Rather  feebly  we  sat  down  to  coffee 
and  rolls. 


We  Find  Other  Guests 

Refreshed,  we  began  to  deplore  having  no  one 
at  our  dinner,  which  was  practically  ready  to 
serve.  Then  came  the  happy  thought  to  ring 
the  school  bell  to  bring  the  children  together.  By 
1 :15  all  were  assembled.  Sister  had  them  line  up 
outside  and  asked  them  if  they  would  like  to  elect 
a  chief  and  four  councillors.  This  done,  they  filed 
into  the  classroom,  while  the  sisters  sang :  ' '  Hail, 
hail,  the  gang's  all  here." 

The  chief,  son  of  the  Indian  agent,  sat  at  the 
head  of  the  table,  his  four  councillors  on  either 
side.  The  first  councillor,  chosen  unanimously 
and  without  any  suggestion  from  Sister,  was  the 
little  boy  who  was  to  have  received  his  First 
Communion  that  morning.  Soon  all  were  seated 
and  the  expression  on  the  different  faces  was 

WHEN  A  MAN  BLAMES  OTHERS  FOR  HIS  FAlIiURES,  IT'S  A  GOOD  IDEA  TO  CREDIT   OTHERS  WITH 

HIS  SUCCESSES. 
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"RIGHT  HAND  TO  YOUR  PARTNER" 

DANCING  AT  RYCROFT 


IT  ALL  started  this  way.    Sister  F.  and  I  had 
a  few  dollars  with  which  to  buy  something  for 
our  classrooms.    We  pooled  our  resources  and 
bought  a  book  of  square  dance  records. 

I  didn't  have  much  success  teaching  the  Grades 
I  and  II  class,  as  the  music  and  calls  seemed  to  go 
too  fast  for  them  and  they  were  always  getting 
behind.  Sister  suggested  that  we  meet  in  tha 
Panel  Room  and  her  Grade  IX  pupils  could  help 
the  little  ones.  Of  course  the  Primary  Class  was 
elated  when  they  were  invited  to  dance  with  the 
big  girls  and  boys.  The  Grade  IX  girls  danced 
with  the  little  boys  and  the  Grade  IX  boys  danced 
with  the  little  girls.  It  was  surprising  to  see  how 
quickly  they  learned  the  dances  with  the  help  of 
the  older  pupils. 

One  day  when  this  performance  was  in  progress 
the  Principal  came  into  the  Panel  Room.  She  was 
greatly  impressed  when  she  saw  the  patience  and 
courtesy  of  the  teenagers  towards  their  small  part- 
ners. She  went  back  to  her  classroom  and  in  a 
few  minutes  the  whole  High  School  was  out  to  see 
them  trip  the  light  fantastic. 

The  High  School  banquet  was  approaching  and 
the  Primary  Class  was  asked  to  dance.  Excitement 
ran  high.  To  stay  an  extra  half  hour  after  school 
to  practice  was  nothing.  THEY  were  invited  to 
the  High  School  banquet.  What  could  be  more 
wonderful !  Turkey  supper  and  all  the  ice  cream 
one  could  possibly  eat  afterwards !  Came  the  day 
and  the  dance !  Not  a  mistake  !  One  of  the  guest 
speakers— a  reporter  from  the  Herald-Tribune, 
was  called  on.  The  first  thing  I  knew  two  fat, 
chubby  hands  were  on  my  face  and  Wayne,  one 
suspicious  eye  on  the  speaker,  the  other  on  the 
turkey,  whispered  in  my  ear :  * '  How  long  will  he 
talk.  Sister?" 

Finally  the  speeches  were  over  and  a  table 
cleared  away  for  the  performers.  Justice  was  done 
to  the  goodies.  As  Sister  and  I  guided  the  eager, 
excited  tots  home,  they  exclaimed :  "Can  we  dance 
at  the  banquet  next  year,  Sister  ? ' ' 

There  was  just  one  thing  that  spoiled  the  gala 
affair.  The  parents  were  unable  to  see  their 
children  dance,  owing  to  lack  of  space.  All  this  led 
to  a  Parents'  Day  at  the  school.  Posters  were  put 
up  in  the  stores  downtown  and  over  a  hundred 
people  gathered  one  afternoon  to  see  the  small 
dancers.  There  was  another  attraction.  The 
Grade  IX  pupils  had  an  art  display.  It  was  sur- 
prising to  see  the  interest  shown  by  the  parents 
in  examining  the  various  pieces  of  work.  Paper 


I*i"iinary  Daiicers  —  llycroft 


sculpturing,  finger  pointing,  leather  tooling  and 
many  modern  techniques  in  art  had  been  used  by 
the  students. 

Lunch  was  served  by  the  older  girls  in  the  Pri- 
mary Room.  As  we  were  financially  embarrassed 
and  needed  picnic  funds  we  called  for  voluntary 
contributions.  We  collected  ten  dollars — and  we 
certainly  had  a  picnic !  A  whole  day  in  the  woods 
bathing,  hamburgers  and  ice  cream! 

How  did  it  all  begin?  We  bought  a  book  of 
square  dance  records. 


CAROLS 

There  is  music  made  for  laughter. 
Sung  to  silly  words  and  gay— 

And  the  business  of  its  nonsense 
Has  its  profit  for  a  day. 

There  is  music  big  as  mountains, 
With  a  beauty  not  of  time— 

But  a  man  must  learn  to  love  it, 
And  to  earn  it  he  must  climb. 

There  are  carols  of  his  childhood 
That  a  man  remembers  well : 

These  will  follow  him  a  lifetime. 

And  may  turn  him  back  from  hell. 


LEARN  FROM  THE  MISTAKES  OF  OTHERS.    YOU  OAN'T  LIVE  LONG  ENOUGH  TO    MAKE   THEM  ALL 

YOURSELF. 
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Vacation  School  at  Weston 


At  7  :30  a.m.  on  the  morning'  of  July  3rd,  three 
Sisters  left  the  Mother  House  to  conduct  the 
Vacation  School  at  Weston.  On  arriving  there 
they  were  delighted  to  find  ao  many  little  ones 
awaiting  them.  That  first  day  the  children  were 
divided  into  three  classes  and  definite  plans  were 
made  for  the  days  to  follow. 

Though  the  children  had  to  come  some  distance, 
parents  co-operated  in  taking  turns  driving  them 
in.  One  zealous  lady  with  no  children  to  bring, 
brought  a  load  each  day  and  returned  for  them 
in  the  evening.  Each  morning  these  children, 
most  of  whom  were  seven  or  under,  lined  up  at 
the  school,  and  walked  slowly  to  Mass,  saying  over 
and  over,  as  they  walked:  "Jesus,  I  love  You." 
After  Mass  we  had  a  short  recess,  then  the  chil- 
dren went  to  their  classrooms.  If  we  were  not 
smart  enough  to  be  out  for  recess  when  the  milk 
man  appeared,  it  was  with  a  good  deal  of  effort 
that  we  praserved  order  as  the  children  rushed  out 
to  buy  milk  for  lunch.  They  were  a  lively  crowd, 
two  in  particular— David  and  Leonard— never 
allowing  things  to  get  dull.  Leonard,  aged  five, 
could  be  located  at  any  time  by  his  favorite  call 
—  "Tea-ch-er,  he's  throwing  water,"  and  David's 
sentence,  uttered  over  and  over  again  was,  ' '  Sister, 
you  won't  tell  my  daddy,  will  you?"  or,  in  his 
better  days,  "Sister,  am  I  still  being  good— Sister, 
do  you  still  like  me?"  Liking  David  approached 
the  heroic  at  times,  but  the  strange  part  of  it 
wa«  that  all  three  of  us  did  leave  Weston  liking 
David  very  much  indeed. 


DIAVID  AND  1/EX>NARD 


First  Coiiuiiunion  at  Weston 


At  2:30  Father  Brennan  gave  the  children  a 
little  talk  and  then  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  After  a  few  days  the  children,  who 
were  good  singers,  were  able  to  sing  hymns  and 
join  in  the  prayers  at  Mass. 

The  days  passed  swiftly.  Soon  it  was  time  for 
the  First  Communicants  to  go  to  Confession,  and 
then  came  the  big  day.  The  weather  was  lovely 
and  at  nine  o'clock  the  girls  in  white  dresses  and 
veils,  the  boys  in  white  linen  collars  with  white 
bows,  marched  over  to  the  little  church,  walked  up 
the  aisle  while  the  other  children  sang,  "Jesus, 
Thou  Art  Coming"  and  filed  into  their  seats. 
They  sang  sweetly  and  prayed  fervently  to  the 
Jesus  Who  was  soon  to  come  to  them.  When  the 
proper  time  came  they  reverently  received  their 
First  Holy  Communion,  while  the  others  sang, 
"Jesus,  Jesus,  Come  to  Me,"  and  "The  King  of 
the  World  is  Passing  By."  (The  lady  who  so 
kindly  drove  the  children  in  each  day,  on  the 
principle  of  "an  ounce  of  prevention"  thought- 
fully offered  to  take  the  responsibility  of  David 
and  Leonard  during  this  Mass.) 

After  Mass  Father  Keane  spoke  to  the  children, 
parents  took  pictures  of  the  group  and  of  indi- 
viduals, then  all  went  over  to  the  school  where 
the  Catholic  Women's  League  had  prepared  break- 
fast for  all  of  those  who  attended  the  Vacation 
School.  We  were  grateful  to  these  ladies  and  also 
to  the  Sisters  of  Loretto,  who  left  veils,  ribbon-; 
and  collars  for  the  First  Communicants,  little 
statues  to  be  given  as  prizes,  and  a  generous  supply 
of  candy,  which  we  doled  out  a\  intervals,  and 
which  was  specially  acceptable  on  a  very  rainy  day, 
when  the  entire  lunch  hour  had  to  be  passed  in- 
side. 


CHILDREN  NEED  IX)VE.  ESPECIALLY  WHEN  THEY  DO  NOT  DESERVE  IT. 
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ARE  WE  ACQUAINTED  WITH  OUR 
CANADIAN  MISSIONARIES 


WHO  among  our  Catliolic  people  has  com- 
prehensive views  of  the  apostolic  labours 
of  our  3,500  Canadian  Missionaries?  Who, 
knowing  where  they  work,  is  able  to  appreciate  the 
extension  and  efficacy  of  their  apostolate?  Who 
has  any  suspicion  that  twenty-five  of  our  own 
Missionaries  have  been  given  as  territory  to  evan- 
gelize a  large  sector  of  the  globe  with  its  spir- 
itual government?  Who  knows  of  the  fourteen 
obscure  heroes  whose  missionary  fervour  led  them 
to  tragic  and  premature  deaths — deaths  that  for 
several  were  a  real  martyrdom? 

In  past  centuries  the  lands  of  Europe  assured 
their  power  in  the  colonies  through  a  numerous 
personnel  of  administrators  and  functionaries. 
Canada  also  has  colonies  throughout  the  world 
and  many  are  the  Canadians  working  in  them, 
not  for  national  interest  or  in  the  hope  of  temporal 
gain,  but  through  sheer  devotedness  and  religious 
fervour,  recognizing  these  people  of  various 
colours  as  brothers — to  save,  to  love,  and  to  give 
to  Christ.  More  and  more  rare  are  the  Christian 
families  who  have  not  a  brother,  sister,  relative, 
friend  or  acquaintance  at  the  equator,  in  some 
tropical  country,  or  in  the  north,  where  men  are 
black,  yellow,  brown,  and  ignorant  of  the  trea- 
sures of  the  Gospel. 

They  are  amid  the  snows  of  the  North  with 
the  Indians  and  Eskimos.  They  are  behind  the 
"Bamboo  Curtain" — victims  of  the  annoyances 
and  persecutions  of  the  Reds,  such  are  the  aduiir- 
able  little  Canadian  Sisters  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception. 

They  are  in  the  lands  of  Latin  America,  in  the 
Philippines,  and  in  Central  America — ^busy  in  re- 
establishing Christianity,  weakened  by  ignorance 
^nd  by  the  want  of  native  clergy. 

They  are  in  the  heat  of  the  African  climate 
scattered  over  this  immense  Continent  among  Is- 
lamism  and  fetishes. 

They  are  with  the  Hindus — an  immense  mass 
of  humanity,  ravished  by  famine  and  victims  of 
a  false  religious  organization;  or  among  the  tribes 
of  Oceania,  where  the  many  islands  oblige  them 
to  make  countless  perilous  voyages. 

They  are  helping  Christianity  in  Viet  Nam;  de- 
voting themselves  in  Egypt  and  in  Palestine— to 


the  lepers,  to  the  sick,  to  the  ignorant,  rolling 
back  barbarism,  superstition  and  miserj',  teach- 
ing the.se  nations  true  liberty  and  the  joy  of  the 
children  of  God. 

What  wonderful  pages  can  be  written  when 
the  complete  history  of  our  Canadian  Missionary 
endeavour  will  be  known — not  only  in  the  glor- 
ious past  but  in  the  present. 

Bishop  LaCroix,  Bishop  of  the  largest  diocese 
in  the  world,  who  gives  material  and  spiritual 
help  to  his  people  mid  the  snows  and  ice  of  Hud- 
son Bay   presiding  over  the  religious  pro- 
fession of  the  first  Eskimo  nun  in  his  humble 
chapel  in  the  North  

Bishop  Cote  of  Sucho,  who  during  his  episcopate 
has  known  prison,  concentration  camps,  and  has 
never  been  back  among  his  own  since  his  con- 
secration  

Bishop  LaPierre,  now  over  seventy  and  sickly, 
who  also  has  known  prison,  concentration  camps, 
and  the  vicissitudes  of  war  raids  that  have  de- 
stroyed his  beautiful  mission,  living  in  misery 
among  the  Reds  of  Manchuria,  and  refusing  to 
bo  repatriated  

Bishop  O'Gara  of  Yuanling,  who  vfhh  one  of 
the  missionary  Fathers  of  Scarboro.  suffered 
prison  and  most  painful  privations,  barely  escaped 
execution,  and  whose  fate  today  is  unknown  

Bishop  Turner  and  Bishop  Prevost  returning 
willingly  to  Communist  China,  before  the  Iron 
Curtain  fell,  to  rejoin  lieroically  their  faithful 
Christians  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives  and  in 
obedience  to  the  Pope. 

We  could  gather  many  wonderful  examples  of 
heroism  and  edification  in  the  lives  of  these  in- 
trepid missionaries. 

We  must  recognize  these  men  and  women  who 
devote  their  existence  to  pushing  back  the  fron- 
tiers of  the  Church.  We  must  venerate  them  and 
be  edified  by  their  example  and  their  great  char- 
ity. We  must  be  one  with  them — our  ambassa- 
dors, our  lightning  rods — by  our  knowledge,  gen- 
erosity and  prayer,  for  they  are  writing  to  the 
praise  of  our  Canadian  nation  its  most  beautiful 
pages,  placing  on  the  brow  of  the  Church  in  Can- 
ada a  new  aureole  of  glory. 

(Rev.  Andrew  Bouffart— Tlie  Bulletin  of  U.M.C.) 
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HER  NAME  WAS  "MARY" 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

earn  her  living  as  a  maid,  so  we  got  her  started 
sewing.  It  was  a  slow  business  and  not  much  pay 
for  more  than  a  year,  but  we  carried  her  along. 
Finally,  she  mastered  the  trade  and  began  to  do 
well.  She  saved  her  money,  learned  to  make  her 
own  clothes  and  dressed  like  a  fashion  plate. 

Mary  had  only  a  sketchy  knowledge  of  religion 
when  she  came  to  us,  but  under  the  guidance  of  a 
Sister  she  read  many  pamphlets  and  studied  her 
catechism.  She  really  took  her  religion  seriously, 
but  in  a  hard,  matter  of  fact  way  as  she  did  her 
money.  It  took  great  patience  and  .skill  to  guide 
her  and  not  let  her  feel  it  too  keenly. 

Time  went  on  for  nearly  two  years,  until  one 
day  Mary  met  Tony,  a  young  Italian  a  few  years 
older  than  herself.  Tony  was  a  straight,  upright 
type  of  young  man  who  had  been  baptized  and 
made  his  first  Holy  Communion,  but  went  to 
Mass  only  on  big  feast  days,  especially  Palm  Sun- 
day. He  knew  very  little  about  the  Faith.  As 
Tony  had  the  habit  of  using  his  father's  car,  he 
and  Mary  spent  a  great  deal  of  their  spare  time 
in  it.  He  would  bring  her  home  a  half  hour  be- 
fore closing  time  and  then  sit  and  talk  for  an  hour 
before  coming  in. 

Sister  Superior  talked  to  Mary  about  it,  but 
she  was  rebellious,  so  Sister  had  to  tell  her  point- 
edly that  if  she  wouldn't  keep  the  rules  of  the 
house  she  would  be  just  as  well  off  in  a  house 
where  the  door  is  never  locked. 

Mary  must  have  telephoned  Tony,  for  the  next 
day  at  noon  hour  he  came  and  pleaded  with  Sister, 
saying  that  it  would  worry  him  sick  if  Mary  left 
the  house.  He  and  Sister  had  a  long  talk  and 
planned  to  work  together  for  their  greater  good. 
He  promised  to  come  for  short  instructions  twice 
a  week  and  to  try  to  be  a  practical  Catholic. 

AVhen  the  young  couple  became  engaged,  Mary 
went  to  Tony's  mother  and  asked  her  to  teach 
her  to  cook  the  Italian  way.  The  old  lady  was 
delighted  to  do  so.  One  day  Mary  was  preparing 
a  meal  of  Italian  dishes  at  Tony's  home.  She 
saw  the  mother  make  some  very  substantial  meat 
sandwiches  for  a  lunch  pail.  When  the  old  man 
came  for  the  pail  before  starting  out  for  work 
in  the  afternoon  shift,  Mary  asked :  ' '  ^Yhat  U  the 
idea  of  having  meat  sandwiches  on  Friday?"  The 
old  man  retorted,  ' '  What  is  the  idea  of  not  having 
them?"  Mary  explained  that  it  is  a  sacrifice  im- 
posed by  the  Church  because  Christ  suffered  in 
His  flesh  and  died  on  the  cross  for  our  salvation, 
on  Friday.  It  really  means  a  very  small  "thank 
you"  to  God  for  all  that  has  been  done  for  us. 

The  old  man  opened  the  lunch  pail,  lifted  out 
the  meat  between  the  slices  of  bread,  left  them 


on  a  plate  on  the  table,  returned  the  bread  to  his 
lunch  pail,  scolding  all  the  while  that  a  man  can't 
stand  up  to  his  work  for  eight  hours  Avith  no  meat, 
etc. 

Shortly  before  the  wedding  day  Tony  confided 
to  Sister  that  the  men  at  the  mill  were  all  telling 
him  to  be  sure  to  start  married  life  right— cash 
his  pay  check  at  the  beer  parlor  on  the  way 
home  instead  of  giving  it  to  his  wife. 

'  *  Are  you  in  the  habit  of  doing  that  now, ' '  Sister 
asked  him. 

"No,  I  generally  take  my  check  to  the  bank 
and  just  keep  out  what  I  think  I  will  need,"  an- 
swered the  boy. 

"You  can  do  better,  still,  after  you  are  mar- 
ried," advised  the  Sister,  "just  go  straight  home, 
endorse  your  cheek  and  turn  it  over  to  Mary,  she 
Avill  take  it  to  the  bank  when  she  goes  shopping. 
You  must  never  forget  that  you  two  are  partners. ' ' 
On  the  side.  Sister  hastened  to  warn  Mary  to  see 
that  Tony  came  home  Avith  his  first  check  intact. 

One  day  in  June,  in  her  twentieth  year,  Mary 
left  our  house,  a  beautiful  bride.  It  was  the  only 
home  she  had  really  known  until  she  went  into 
one  of  her  own.  Although  she  had  caused  us 
many  an  anxious  hour,  and  many  a  fervent  prayer, 
we  are  justly  proud  of  her,  feeling  that  we  did 
much  in  making  her  the  fine,  practical  Catholic 
wife  and  mother  that  she  is,  now. 


l^y  not  up  to  yourselves 
treasures  on  earth:  where  the 
rust  and  moth  consume, and 
where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal.  But  lay  upto your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
consume  and  where  thieves 
do  not  break  through  n9r  steal" 
(Matt  .VI:  19.20) 


IT  AliSO  TAKES  TWO  TO  MAKE  UP  AFTER  A  QUARREL. 


